Tom im js from you, for you. Special 
wo convey ‘a ° , Osuye Okano, Sachiko 
Uchiyama, Aiji Uchiy 


ith me, and to 
sharing your stories wi ? 
Kitagawa for Bia Thankssolmy pranderhers 
for putting yours 


for writing so many letters to my peers 
ir 


gral parc of this journey, an 


forger it. As ever, thanks to Cole for your continued 
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“afgermuch thought I decided to include three eth; 
“Are Not Free, and I have tried to choose which : 
‘and under what circumstances in order to illus : 


ibeeween the Japanese-American and white comm 
I would like to clearly state thar these terms are b 


ourdared, and should not be repeated. 
Despite their historical accuracy, I have elected 


‘other historical verms for race, having chosen instead 

erm counterparts. There are other words more accu: 

bur they can also be heavily charged today, and it did. 10 

ate using them without unpacking them clearly and 

way that is sensitive to contemporary readers, It is im, 

note, therefore, that while “Black” was considered a slur 
an, 


when my characters use the word in the novel, it is. 
not intended as derogatory, 


PAST AND PRESENT 


As with all historical events, 


of fiction. Et 

Always, Ihave endeavored to be true (0 
torical events of 1942-1945 and the people: 
However, in the interests of telling a good stor : 
bene the details little, For example, an 

soldier in Topaz, but the shooting occurred in 

4tY, as it does in Stan's chapter, Constructio: 


AUTHOR'S, NOTE 


HISTORY, FAMILY Histopy, 
We Are Not Free may be a work of i, 


more than cither history o¢ fiction, historical fiction, tue tose, iis 


Pearl Harbor and the oleae the bombing of 
the United States, my grandparents and 5 amano 
from their homes and forced into incarceration. a 
one hundred thousand other people of 22 RAS 
beginning, telling this story has always been personal for sean 

this history is my history. This community is my community. It hap- 

pened; it happened to my family; and it has impacted so much about 

who we are and how we exist in this country. \ 
In the course of researching this book, | interviewed 2 number \ 
of my Nisei relatives, whose experiences have provided inspiration for \ 
some of the novel’s narrative details, although any particulars as they 

occur here have been transformed into fiction. ‘A small sampling of 


these elements includes: My grandmother's blond wig and the story 
of how she brought it home, 


which are now immortalized in Yum- 
yum’s chapter, although my grandmother 


didn’t get her blond wig 
until after she was out of camp 


and in beauty school, Or, for example, 
my great-uncle was younget than Yuki when he was shouted out of an 
ice cream shop, but the words “We don't serve Japs here” are part of 
his childhood. Two of my grandparents met in Tule Lake when my 
grandmother's studies wets interrupted by a boy walking i» 

the back door of the classtooms but Mary's sullen disposition cue 
more like my own than my grandmothers. In 1942, my great-aunt 
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— es 


To my surprise, Tlaugh. Ir just kind of bubbles out ¢ 
of Twitchy flying around, a free-floating ghost boy c! 
to his mouth and going, “Wooo!” ; 

“You know, for a long time, I didn’t think I could 
from losing him?” I say. “I didn’t think I could make it 
without him.” 

“I know, Minnow. Me too.” Shig squeezes me to him. 

we are,” i f 

I grin at him as che first bell rings, and there's a sudden sto 

chatter, doors opening and closing, the other students rushing to 

I'm about to head in too when the Golden Gate Bridge af 
out of the fog, stopping me in my tracks—the red towers, the flaki 
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“Easy, Minnow!” he cries. 
[finally find my voice. “You're here! You came!” I'm er 
I'm hugging him, and J feel Stan slam into us both from behind. 
“You son of a bitch!” Stan’s saying, “You sneaky son of a bitch 


Shig laughs, squeezing us both so tight, I he'll ever 


She frowns, and for a second I think she’s goi 
for kicking her out, or for being Japanese, but then her 
and she trots down the steps, crossing the street in " 
Up close, her skin is flushed, and there are tears in 
Was going to do a portrait of her, I’d do it in watercolor 
paint on her cheeks and lashes, Nem 
“Is that building yours?” she asks, 
‘A friend's,” I say, 
The girl bites her lip. “I'm sorry . . . for what my parents a 
Tried to get them to stop...” 
Stan looks her up and down, “Were 
She nods, 


you the one yelling?” 


way I'd wear in a secondhand pair of shoes. It’s not mine. 
being mine the day we boarded that Greyhound bus for 


I can’t imagine that, either. Mas coming apart. I 
often, even though I don’t know if it does any go 
brother is made of stone, and if stone cracks, it can ne 

I wish he'd come back. I'd even take him yelling at me 
grades and not joining the football ream, if it meant he was 


old Mas, aati 
Stan and I make our way through the trolleys and b 


crowds of sailors in their navy uniforms and crisp white 


him Mom and I are staying at the Buddhist church, that we h 
re) 


had any luck finding an apartment. 


coming tof 
apart, over 


Anew home. One without so many ghosts, 


Mom lips fatten, and I tense up. She's got that 
get when I'd ask for new clothes instead of h 
sandwiches instead of musubi, a milkshake of my o 
always picked strawberry and I hated strawberry, ; 
“Your father and I moved to this city when Masaru v 


354 


mares, this is justa building, these are just streets, t 


Oy at aS aay i 
vege! valk aaa, 0G Mil 
Late that afternoon, someone finally tells us, “No Japs 
honest, it’s almost a relief to know I wasn’t imagining thin 
getting worked up over nothing. ae OME given 
Atleast now I know if I hate them for hating me, I'm n o 
Defeated, Mom and | trudge back to the hostel. Mi 


doesn’t belong to me anymore, 


the name Katsumoto has been scraped from the 


‘ 


At one apartment building, a hakujin ; 
says, "No rooms available,” and puts his hand on the 
a skinny Japanese kid and his fiy a 


into the gutter. I want to run home to Mas and Shig. 
But Mas and Shig won't be there, 
And I have nowhere to run, 


“There's a ‘For Lease’ sign in your window,” I point our, — 
“Yeah.” The man sucks 


his teeth, “Pye been meaning to tal 
down.” 


emerge, 


We'll be together, 
Tl be whole, 


Tap my pencil twice on ablank page and doa q 


Eymnasium: the men, the rows of military cots, the 


cases, the nightstands made out of produce crates, nothing per 
ey) 
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Graffiti, Tule Lake Segregation Center, 


California 


; “Whatre we doing, Stan? 
We dont believe in this shir, 
do we?” 


His laughter, 2 Swinging pate, 
My singing, an ocean breeze, 


What will they have lef of America 
besides Aiko’s bedtime stories of softball, 
ij Charleston Chews, Comic-book heroes, 24 


Fi and boys from San Francisco? 
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thar’s given them nothing 
but disrespect.” 


Across the barrack, Aiko makes a crane 
out of a candy-bar wrapper 
and extends its wings for flight. 


Do something, Tommy. 


Say ao aise 


with Bette in New York, Shig in Chicago, 
Mas and Frankie somewhere in France, 
Twitchy gone like a flashbulb, 

there's no going back to Japantown 

the way it was before Pearl Harbor, 1941, 


“Twenty-five dollars —” 
Stan's voice, a rock tumbler, 
“—to start Katsumoto Co. ftom scratch,” 


“Cut that out,”be said, : 
and I did, espe 


but he had already turned away, 
his back and hunched shoulders 
disappearing down the hall. 


He never could stand to look at me 
for long. 


Tkept flunking Japanese, 
I broke my arm in judo. 


Be ies 
Okay, then, Japanese. 


dutiful, loyal, courageous, good, 
healthy, strong, and mentally sharp, 
if nor for America, okay, then. 


For Japan. 


I watch everyone bend 
like waves collapsing, 
breakers red with daylight. 


4 prowp ef toons eho have” definitely Ant 

gre net leyal to the U. 5. or are a 

ty 4onverous to the military securd 

will eontinue te be excluded, rssh 
3, & very cxoll croup of individuals silos? | 

been Ceteruined, : 


Tue Project Lireeter of the cater hae best supplied 
“ ddviduale vio ere to 0 permitted to zove treely 4% 
will take approprinte steps to inform those whe are “0 
Mat vho yiah te have idenvification cards from the 
their possecvien my secure them by applying thre ) the 
Wentern Deferse Command, wesc 


hepresetetives of the vesturn Defense Conuand have 
starting tomorrow will 4ndividually notdry any tndd 
‘They will ateo notify those individusle whose eagey 
end will interviow uue)) individuole dn order to desert 


It 4a rot contesplaited that any ligt wil bo publé 
of those \hose uxclusion is to bu continued, “yyy 


for him and for us, I think that'll bring some li 
In sum, she writes, don’t be an ass. I won't 


and hold a feast in Twitchy’s honor. We cat, We 
— We tell stories, 


he Spain ‘Twitchy Hashimoto, hia 

The time Twitchy and Shig tied up Minnow and 
bathtub for Mr. Ito to find. The time Stan dared Twit 
gallon of milk and it all came back up in minutes, The 
got Frankie out of detention by pulling the fire alarm, w 
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oct ple tir 
We join her—Tommy, Stan, Mary, even K y 
abour che wish, as if talking about it will jinx it, as 
make it come true, ; ty 
So we fold. Again and again, we fold, aay 
Athundred cranes. A hundred and one, A hundred 
wish 


PE De 


We keep wishing. 


‘The news stil] doesn’t seem real. We don’t want i 
to be a nightmare, because nightmares you can stil 

Sitting on his cot in Tule Lake, Tommy cuts amap 
and, using Twitchy’s letters to guide him, traces King Ce 
through Europe. Anzio. Belvedere, Monteverdi, Red X's 
Twitchy ever mentioned. A boat from Naples to Mars 
Lyon. To Charmois-devant-Bruyéres, j 

Some of the villages are so small, he has to hunt dow 
on the library shelves, and many of the locations, he can’t 


finish the letter, 


Henever gorto finish alot of things, 
‘We want to say he died like a hero, We 
tuncl the end. And maybe he was. Maybe he was, 


oss a 2 aa ee 


You go to hell for thar.” 
Bette slaps her. one 
It stings, but Yuki welcomes the pain, th t 
her cheek like ice hissing on a hot stove, because it’s an ¢ 
that raw, cutting grief inside her. ; a 
Yuki leaps to her feet. “Don’t be stupid, Hiromi!” 
now. She's sobbing and spitting. “He's gone! He's just 
know where he is any more than the rest of us!” 
And she runs. we 
She runs out the door. She runs down the steps. She ri ! 
the streets until she reaches the fence, but she doesn’t slow 


ain ee 


key ee 
ee oe ip ‘ / 
} 


Hey, Keiko, you know what I like about the French 

How the words kinda drift off at the ends, like people 
they can's be bothered to finish them. It's a Shig kinda 
haha... ay 


He was just alive. He was just telling us about the sn 
lets and chipped stone, He was just describing how much 
forward to a hot shower. He was just wishing for some nabe, . 
here, Stan. I sure could use some of your mom's cooking... He 
signing his name. He was just licking the envelope, He was 
in his foxhole, scribbling down our address, 


He was just. . 
He can't be dead, 


On one of the Topaz baseball diamonds, Yuki laughs 
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these scattered, scared, deter 
who take every goddamn objective that’s as 
But not all the Germans tun. 
One gets me, I don’t know 
don’t even hear the shot. 
I feel it, though, wham, 
gtab the earth, 


cent boys, 


from where. It’s so loud, it’s 


tight through my thigh, and I 


sco dug in thar we come out with half the guys we 
“Then we try to hit lem with tanks and 
alice farcher this ime, but we're stopped again 
I know I said we've taken every goddamn ob 
bur chis hill, this one hill, this fucking hill in Frat 
cuvieniied minsiel puns temseedtigee 
cusiminsimanilsielictaiain wets ha 
dead, dead, wounded, dead, dead and wounded Ni. 
one hillmighe nally have usbeat, 84 
So we're driven back after two failed attempts ; 
if we're gonna do this ching, if we're gonna do what 
that’s take our objective, if we're gonna break through 
talion, we're gonna have to go through the Germans, 
on their high ground, in their machine-gun nests and 
those Germans with their guns and mortars, who've b 
to the last man ‘cause we're on the edge of their borde 
whar stands between us and their homeland, 
And the orders come down, 
Take the hill, 


We look at one another, ‘The rest of the platoon, 


‘That night, I'm sitting down, staring at the | 
bottom of my foxhole, the rain pattering its 
Bill’s dead face, small, seg eNOS ASS ee : 
how he called me David. Funny, right? I don’t el 
David once since we've known each other, it’s al ys 
or “stupid kotonk,” but almost the last thing he says to 
name. | can almost hear him now, saying how fun 
didn’ even think about it, must’ve been that stuff wi h 
and the letrer last night. Funny, a 

There's movement between the trees, and wouldn’ 
2 the commander of the whole division walking by with ‘his 
F camp. 1 guess they want to see the front. I guess they 
those five hundred yards they bought with Bill’s life, 
They're so clean. That’s the thing I notice, 
der if they smell clean too, 


how clea 
like shaving cream 
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ot eee 
As he hands me the letter, he looks me 


“Yes, sir,” J say as he lifts the tarp and crawls out nto 
“Shit” Bll takes the cup from me, and his hand is 
with cold that the coffee sloshes onto his gloves, “T fo, 
was David,” 


‘The letter’s from Keiko. She Says Shig's gotten a new 


There’s no light, no light at all, 
Were marching in columns, 
Buy in front of me, 
of his footsteps 


Brabs onto my pack, this hea 
and all of sudden [ 


Waves off, 


“How're 


got that dumb look on his face when the medi 
stretcher, “oat stl at 
‘Turns out we did get an officer, and he 


‘The next few days are senseless, ‘They send us at this 
hill, clear out thar enemy pocket, flush those Germans 
We do what they say, we take our objectives, but | 
areas we just cleared have been taken again, Take 
Defend Biffontaine. Get supplies to the 100th at Biffor 
now they're cut off: I write home, I write to Keiko, I 
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norning, me, Bil, and Kaz are crouched i 
ra comes wo tellus we've been attacked 
IID hac cept te Karhecdos 


ing, I keep thinking J hear the distant sound of a. 
melody like when you'd walk past Yum-yum’s blo 
her practicing, the notes floating like soap bubbles 


walks in the dark, by the way he 
be in the shit with ‘cause there's P 


hairy guy, he’s gor so much hair, you can see it s clin, 
when h y nd starts yelling, = 


Stations, our guys get up again, our guys keep 
fighting. We're all looking for prisoners ‘cause 
the Germans know, and some of us get lucky 
from the Panzergrenadiers, = 

We ctoss the river, We cross. a minefield 
jan partisans, We occupy San Mauro, where 

Bill, who went AWOL from the hospital to 

tube of Limburger cheese as we watch the sun. 

turning the waters red, yet: 


‘ | 
if ra 


© 


age® ifs chitoe ebay 


now from a 
home” 


m 
4 
in Japanese and the S22nd Field Arcllery ds del 
‘oom! & ean gone. A machine-gun nes i 4.x 
Mortars are falling on the rooftops, in the streets, 
sta ES i TIA 
‘That night, you hear patrols skirmishing in the 
fire of machine pistols, Tommy guns. The guys 
you jumping at shadows. ‘The guys who we 


are shooting, | 
to that ma 


They ve got snipers in every window, MGs—you know 
—on every floor. Our squad has gotta cross this inters 
too spread out. An MG's got some guys held up behind drag Bil outta t 
and warped iron from a collapsed balcony. Me and Bill arc where he’s bleed 

a doorway. The rest of our squad is somewhere farther behind the rubb 
trying to get to us, but if we don’t hurry up, the 
call in our position, and I don’t wanna be around whe 
start falling, Ae 


The rest of 


doing fine.” 


al 


Me and Bill peep around the doorframe. There's a | 


‘Thompson. “Cover me!” he says, 


about something or another, when he knocks 

thing hits the floor, zwhumpl, and the 

alittle waterfall, gt 

Kaz curses and kneels to scoop it back i 

The grains going right chrough the Roorboards 
an hear i falling, sss, down along ways, 
Quickly we move some batrels around 
the-one my ded uses in Topaz to hide his al 


_ Kacwhistes. “Think its aerype ot iy 


SMM IES RUE re ra 
—4 hig ai \ Atay 


‘= a 
- _ 

y “Wk ike the Fourth of July!” Kar sh i rs 
(| hea kid socing firecrackers for che first — 
f they're a month too early!” 1 say. 

‘He laughs. Kar has gor this big laugh, all weeth 

one’s gorta reach those Germans some goddamn ( 

ay 

J oe | 

BELVEDERE sae 
JUNE26 7 A 

You can say @ lorta things about me, but you can't si : 

when I'm wrong. 

And boy, am I wrong, a 

1 didn’: know wha I was here for, and that raid 


5 


100th that’s m; t 
and replacements 


pou for the guy next ro you and suddenly he puy 
thet: hen he ground in tat eld you just crossed and 
en gine whet 28 MG got hin and he's dead sie yp 
seen a dead guy before, but there he is, 

Bill runs up and he’s i 
yelling, “That's Ted Araki He, 


cvery conversation is a dance or a knife fight, 
Our of the rubble are different—and I w, 

My buddy Bill Hayami—he’s che only 

vies Bonna ryt get a pass tose che ruins ; 


is Pompeii?” 


way it felt to hug Stan and Mary and Tommy and 
forget. You forget. = al 


elf ro want. You want him 
iat earth to stop turning, 


don't wancto give away one More. 
So you kiss him again. 


‘3 HOURS 
TIME 1S NOTHING 
You kiss, You touch. You're looking out at the d 
fingers are in your hair. You're looking up at the sky, 
your throat. You kiss. He's lying beside you. You kiss. ee: 

You slip our of time. You exist right now, and ; a 


aH a 5 seid Twitchy cup: 
Ne i looks happier than 
low a kiss. 
Now a wanting, deep in your core. eee 
Now you tell him you're nor going to do more than as Ox ea oe 
and he chuckles. “What, you don’t want a nice, fat niho val CITES 


“No.” You laugh. You're lightheaded. You're lig! Dina iras 
cially not your nice, fat nihonjin baby.” 

He touches your face, above your right eye, like ev 
thing in this world is there in the arc of your brow, “Ok 


Grinning, you pull his mouth to yours, 


THOUR 
CORN FLAKES 


2 HOURS , This is the memory: a nu ddle 
PROMISE ofJimmy Dorsey, 
You' ss. You drift in and out of kis, thousand 


‘The wind, blowing from some distant 


snow. em 


Now this: the desert silver with moonlight, the 
of the darkness, 


Now you drink, | 


Now you talk. About songs you like and boo! 


‘Twitchy’s case, haven't read, letters you've gotten from: 
or Tommy, plans you made and never went through witl 


think about angels and the universe, 


climb. You leave the earth. You feel free. You feel int 


You're not that high off the ground, but you're high 


i 
stars t 


ora year or two, 
fling it over the 
end, until it drop 
splintering. i. 
“Keiko?” | 
“Shut up.” 
He gulps, hi 
“Okay.” 
“T mean it. 


You lean in. 
For a moment, th 
Then you part, The 

atmosphere, The world 


‘mpty, and you are y 


You dance under the bare bulb, hips swaying, limbs 
feel undulant. You fee! powerful. ne ne Bas 
You feel Twitchy watching you. 
‘This is 2 moment. This is your moment. 


back ar him until he 
‘This is the last night 


epvepemeamamr er 
cae pamne fee i 


when you get to Chicago?” 
He grins. “Probably pee.” 
Yum-yum smacks him with a pair of pants, 
“Ow.” He makes a big show of rubbing his peg 
your students like that, Miss Oishi?” EO 
She sticks our her tongue at him, She’s taken over 
grade ar one of the elementary schools, You haven't seen her 
but you bet she’s perfect for the job. She got enough practic 
deal with her younger brother, Fred, all these years, linia 
“My students know how to behave,” she replies tartly, 


yuki, Yum-y4 
grimacing a ; 7 
‘You P' 


He's not talkii 
how he’s everything t 


your pinky, you'd. 
‘The song on th 
Mucho” from the s 


itagain, wherever you 
or Shig pops open 
bound together. 
‘This song, this 
The last night. 


Nor that Twitchy ; 
Bucyou antlpyourselé. Look 


damn fook Hashimoto” 
You dot sy nd Tim a dan fo or 


TL HOURS ae. 
Ke Rat 2 
You watch the bride and groom cut into the cake. 
ing. The groom's hands are trembling. Both of ¢! 
nervously as the camera flashes—once, twi 
is they're going to have a photo of them, their \ 
Twitchy’s fingerprint in the frosting, = 
‘This is a slice of time. This is a cross-section of. 
couple. The photographer. Twitchy Hashimoto, 
Twitchy nudges you with his elbow. “That could b 
huh? You'd look real good in white.” : 
You smirk at him, “Hook good in everything: 


He grins, and those damn dimples appear in his 
Keiko, 


» oF your veil won't fic that swollen head of yours,’ 
You don’t want to think about that, A wedding. 

requires a fiancé requires a boyfriend requires a bouquet 
box of chocolates or you wanting a boyfriend, 


the steps afi 
Don’t try 


JHOURS 
PIS FOR PACKING. 


WEDNESDAY, MARCH 15, 1944, 1630 HOURS 
‘CAMP SHELBY, MISS. 


Movement. Rew send ourforn 
forms, crate the guns, the jeeps, the mortars, We're going t 
the barracks and nail the latrine doors closed. We'te going 
mess kits so we don't get sick in the field. Not long left in SI 


then . .. your son is going to war. 


atic. A guy runs past you, and you get zapped. It reminds 
vacuation. Someone tells us we have to go, and we go. Noo 
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| forthe Wrong cause, — ‘ 


| Did you know Shig. d 


It couldn't give it any 
YOU read the F at the 
Unteered for this, T sai 


Buronly 2 few, a Caucasian few, have ever had those 


2 an a 
We were reviewed today. They lined us up on the parade 
be examined by the Chief of Staff. You should’ve seen us, | 
looked like soldiers: rigid, focused, not a thread out of 
Chief of Staff didn’t say much as he walked down the | 


Later, at the Service Club, 1 told Leonard thar the Chief of Stal 


pleased. Leonard sighed and lifted his glass. “Then you'd 
_ your ass goodbye.” _ ae 
n up, clinking Leonard’s mug with his own. L 

e through. He’s going back to Utah. He's 


jumping in the wind, Except in they 
watch for 


A rock, a support, a foundation. In Japantown, I bai TUESDAY, JANUAR) 

of fistights. I taught Shig to drive. I fixed ‘Iwitchy’s b CAMP SHELBY, MISS, 
a 4x4x4s, punish! m 

cling from the s 


CAMP SHELBY, MISS. ‘ ’ 
Dear Dad, I try to be the kind of guy other peopk 


guy you taught me to be. 


Bur I couldn't help Stan, 


ee | 
1 ber you shought you'd heard the last of me, uh? § 
break ir to yon, but you cam ger rid of me that easily. 
Tube Lake’ been under martial lan since November? 
the MPs thowehe | wes mixed up om some kind of 


them what the Nisei 
4s any blond-haired, | 
Now I just hope. 


» gave, che opportunity he gives Swinson to 
brenths, his ce aides his mind, ro stop this senselessneg,. 
i weeds, 80 ' 
we ee hsm pce a bn 0 Fe 
normoving, 


4 ie th « sigh, Mr. Morimoto leaves his place in line, 
in, with a sigh, ) 
1 
People start murrering. ; 
“Whar abour the rest of us?” Stan's hoarse voice rises above 
ac ; 


others. “I could use a change of scenery! 


“Yeah!” someone shouts. 
Before, J might have wanted Stan to be quiet. I might have th 


that would keep him safe. 
Bur that only works in a world that makes sense, and the we 

of Tule Lake does not make sense. In the world of Tule Lake, yor 

2 citizen and you are an enemy; you are an alien and you are a traitor 

You have rights; you have no rights. You have a knife; you have aj 

pickles; you have contraband. In the world of Tule Lake, 

2nd you are starved; you are arrested for rioting, for seeing a movi 


for curfew violation; you are guilty until you're Proven innocent, an 
youre never proven innocent because you never get charged; you are. 


you are 


guilty, and you have committed no crime... 


“Enough!” Lieutenant Swinson barks, 
Morimoto, “If anyone else wants to join hi: 


Everyone shuts up. 


m, you can step right up, 


he a toublemaker, they WANE You to base 
jot and allegiances you never held, they wane 
juste with a smile. In the world Of Tule { nee 
aire) to get to work on tj 
aces for trying. ime; for moving 


he Caucasians. 
t 


Ora breaking branch. 
Oran eggshell. 


sees me in the fifth row, his eyes bulge. 
cemple pops; blue as a fragment of sky, 
But before he can say anything, | 


every one of them, all aro 


under our weight, 
moving and immovable, 
But it doesn't break, 


And neither do I, 


bones as they count: 
One Jap, two Japs. 

thirty Japs... one hundred 

ade meant for less than : on inde 


i thick and solid as ice. All arou 
Two rows alia Leanieaaes 


I keep thinking about what Mr. Morimoto sa 
according to his beliefs. We don’t all believe the same 
especially abour whether we're Japanese or American, 


to stay in this country or go, but we all know that our 
place is unjust, 


can go back inside. twee 
aa Lieutenant Swinson isn’t done with us. He paces up and down 
in the yard, sneering like hee rwnnla contin Then bes sog Toe? He 
jabs a gloved finger at Mr. Morimoto. “To the bullpen.’ oN ved ' 
For a second, Mr. linearis SON RET 
the way I freeze sometimes. He is thinking. You can see it 


and that makes it easier to act as one. 
Soon, however, 


we hear the gate rattling open, the so 
hitting the frozen ground, Soldiers march around the e ct 


pee © 


J don't know what I'm going to do if thar Aappens, te 
been to Japan, and you know how bad my Japanese is, 


Stan, 7, 
barely say SAATH UL. But I don't wane to keep a 


appointing 
them. 


Jn enclosing a pack of eum. Hopefully it won's be to) 


PS. Aiko send her love. Mary ives you the finger. 


PPS. No, Mary gave me the finger. To you, she 
the bastards grind you down.” 


And under the 


jokes, and the songs, 
feeling 


like the air is being stretched tig, 


and the laughter, there's 
and soon. 


hter and tighter and tigh Ee 


» all ic will rake ig One Move, one step, one breath, for 


Shap. 


In protest, we don’t 


done things like this befo 
nough rice, or wh 


hospital, I; feels new to me. Ti 


to have thar be owerful so, 


505 “Don't lop 


Motimoto, asks thae the Prisoners in the 
here was no reason for them to be there ig, 


‘the judo teacher, Mr, 
ullpen be released, since 
bu 
che first place. asus 

Lieutenant Swinson tells him that if we clean up the stockade, 
he'll let the men out of the bullpen, 

Mr. Morimoto says we can do that, if we have supplies like mops, 

buckets, rags, and soap, 
We don’t get them. 


But Mr. Morimoto begins cleaning all the Tabion aeoe 
his own undershirts, he leaves the barrack to begin wiping down the 


latrine. 


‘A 


‘Those who are healthy—or the ones who aren‘t slinging the bull, 
gambling, or lying around, at least—join him. After making sure 
Stan is resting, because he’s still weak, I help clean the sinks. In the 
frigid water that flows from the taps, my fingers quickly go numb, 

Mr. Morimoto’s hands are cracked with cold and the dry air. It 
must be painful for him, I think, scrubbing grime from the drain, but 
he doesn’t complain. His face is placid, even though there is a deep 

anger in his that I've also seen in Stan's. 
: “Why Bi doing this, sir?” I ask after a while. 

He grunts. “What do you mean?” 3 

ieee Swinson didn’t get us the cleaning supplies. : 

“If someone always said, You have to do ieee ries Sheek = 

for you, then nothing would ever get done,” he says. “If I say I will : 

something, then I do it, Acting in a forthright and honest manner 
he only way to retain one’s dignity.” ‘ 

} I Hh around the latrine with its three pet cai toilets, 

and at the soiled rags in our hands. I think about the men being arrested 

and the men being released; the bullpen and the interrogations; and 


“Nah, it’s the judo, And the whole leaderin 


thing.” Stan chuckles, “How's Mary and the rest of the f 


“They're doing fine. You don't need to Worry,” 1 tel 
are you?” \~ 
“Stircrazy and mad as hell, No matter how mai 
Twas at the movies that night, they still chink Em, one 
threatened the project director. They haven't questioned 
though. What d'you wanna bet they've forgotten Lm her 
U keep thinking of him falling, of his body hitting the 


THURS,, DEC. 30 
The stockade is no joke, 


chill. Most of the time, we stink 
In another part of the 


He's on his way 
conditions, illnesses 
always coughing, or y 
[ think, and to dis 
the walls with pictures 


Stan and I keep ¢ 
receive from camp; 


Dear Stan and 


Japan, and. some of ae 


radios. (Don't ask 


Think of the smell of oranges, sunligh ! 
Then I'm being pulled toward a truck, Pi 


don't know ifm coming back. ‘ 
The last I see of Mother and Kimi, theyre 

‘ay, Mother sill holding the jar of taken and the : ua 

is the color of ege yolks, / re Gently, T touch | 


They don cell me how long Tl be here, They don Mal 


Ast 


shine of sweat on 
Tuy to smile, 
sniff, trying not to e 
“It’s a good look, 
bled head, and his gaze t u 
the guys jumped me. The: 
Solidarity in baldn 
I glance aro, 
sleeping, or readin, 
one wall, someon ; 


“You're undet arrest,” says the other, 
Thlinkslowly. Jam? ot 
“What for?” Kimi demands, Her hands are on h h 
“Curfew violation.” 0 Marella 
Mother is motionless, Saeching the jane alta | __ Tteipabanging 
ies the only thing she can hold on to. ¢ okay, Mothe i 
“KSonly five minutes past seven!” Kimi snaps, She 
her head sometimes seeming too big for her neck; like do 
she gets into the officers’ faces, her eyes narrowed, h ¢ 
I've never seen Kimi stand up to anyone before, ? 
Icis kind of magnificent. jee 


“Move,” he says, prodd 


Mr. Tani knew it, 
now these men. kn 


sag still hasn't moved, and neither have I, i at 
What's this?” one of them says, lifting my closed fi 


surrounded by scattered grains of rice, whitey 
by one, filling my handkerchief with them, 


v 
ing ro cat,and Kimi would take me out to the weed 
chiki, then hold hes 


en Mary laughs. 1 
Your stomach, you'll forget you were hungry.” he to hear it often—T d 
With a handful of rice in my handkerchief, I y 


“We must find a 
each jar, as if blessit ; 


He mY tn Aiko were 
wouldn't let rhe, 


Cautiously, Kimi lays 
Padding actoss the Aloo, 


a scuffle, and a Japanese man is frogmarched down: 
being in nothing but his underelothes, he low 


straight, his chin held high. 
How does he do it? How does he look so serene? 


“Who is that?” I whisper to Kimi, yw a 


“One of the judo teachers,” she says. “They say 
instigators of the incident at the director's house, bur 
“Shut it!” one of che MPs— military police— barks, 
wich a bayonet. seh 
She snaps her mouth shut with an audible click, 
Mr. Tani never hit Kimi or Mother the way he 


pretending to be asleep. 


Sometimes I think I should be angry at them, and son 


am, for lerting it happen, but then I think about how 
been different, if Mr. Tani had knocked one of them 


"chink I would have frozen, che way I froze when they 


should do something. I 


them, OF plead. 
But I can’t, and 


can any of us do? They g 
am just one person, one 
even protect himself, 


Bright and dark, brighe 
‘The child is still cy 


SUN., NOV. 28 
A few days after Th 
rack to help them make teu 
Each ward is sending ; 
although Mother, Kit 
candoishelp, 

As I'm passing one 
laden with foods eggs, 
soldiers on the back 


being atrested —for curfew violation, ot for making 
the internal security officers, or for having the sante i 
so-called agitators, They say they're here For our safe 

safe when they've got a gun pointed at thein. People 


are held without charges or trial, y 


And still, we wait by the motorpool gate, and | 


What else can we do, when we have so little power? 


abv 


One night, I wake up sweating. Somewhere, someone’ 
Something crashes against the floor. . 


into the street. O 
behind their heads. 
The sight of ies 


We aren’t crim 


monstrous, boots thudding on the ground, ‘ 
armored vehicles crawls along the street, 

“p » ‘The loudspeaker crackles: . 
HOMES,” » 
People are already running, but the 


People shriek and scatter as noxious white 5 
canister. They are coughing, they can’t breathe, 

| should help them. I'should do something, But 

Mr. K. is already at the door, throwing it open; 
someone inside. They are trying to wash her eyes 
retching and crying — % 
Outside, the army trucks roll past, blaring com 


the 


softball and one of ¢ 

in basic training ae 
Gingerly, I Ie 

When I was you 

at school and re: d 


memorizing it o1 


“Jes not your fault,” Mrs. Ky says, poin 
there is « bowl of miso soup for me. “Plea 


pushed into the dirt. My fieult, think, 
Too small, too stupid, too weak, 
wasn't always like this, or at least, I don’t think 


my palms, and the leaves of the tree flashing green a 


shards of blue sky beyond, and I remember finding 
Perfect speckled eggs cradled in twigs and feathers 
T remember Mr. Tani yelling at me, ins 


time | 


When the film ends and the lights tum on, leaving | 
blinking as we pull on our coats and hats, we file 
hall, our heads filled with images of snowy ski resorts 
filled with popcorn, Mary, Stan, Tommy, and L walk fi 
breaths puffing in che chill air, while Aiko traipses a 
the words to “Chattanooga Choo Choo.” 

Her voice iy sweet and clear in the cold, and beside 
Tommy humming under his breath, smooth and dark as 
wouldn't expect a sound like that to come from him, 
Harano—who’ so fil, it looks like a good wind could. 
over—but it does. Lone 

‘There is something so beautiful about this, Ithin 
the middle of the dusty road, with the hulking shadows o 
looming around us. : 

Bur under it, there’s an unsettling vibrating in the 
thar’s felras much as it is heard. Se 

“Are those trucks?” Mary says, 


Halfa dozen internal 
“talt!” someone sh« 


I can't help it. I re 
around me is thin, ; 


bird, or Tam a puff of; 
aren't happening to. 
“Kiyoshi, movel” he 
Istumble, confus 
he push me? Stan’s 
head, his thick brows, 
eyes, Mary and Tom 1 
they are begging met 
Us, the internal 
Walls or hogtying i 
“Get them out of | Be 


Most of us Japanese 
j were really poor. Som 

an vt school to help the fa 
1 ei td mls exam Ped fal 


ik en My teachers would tel a 


X 


THE SNAP : 


yeat 


wel 


ue I didn’t want to tell « 
ries, overt tHe extta matey) 
[ guess we Were cating fin 
rule Lakes the portions have 
ou think about it, because Tul 
eres of produce. Where gaia 
“Hey, Yosh,” Stan mutters, 
the guys in back can hear you” > 
“Sorry.” I eat another k 
Tonight, they fed us ca 


KIYOSHI, 17 


NOVEMBER-DECEMBER 1943 : 


THURS., NOV. 4 
‘The movie is almost over when Aiko shakes the bag of popx 
rattles like there are only kernels left. 

“Aw, man.” She starts to crumple it between her ioe 1 
crinkling loudly in the crowded mess hall, the noise audible 
the ticking of the film projector and the actors onscreen. 

“Shhh,” Mary hisses, a 
Ilean forward, trying not to get in Mary’s way. Tam alway 

Rot to get in Mary's way, even though sometimes, that's 
to get her to notice me, “I'll rake i it,” I whisper to Aiko, & 
Mary glares at me, but I don’t mind, I kg i 
mean it. If she teally hated me, she wouldn't be sitting next 

She leans back as Aiko passes the 

Mary’s lap to me, 


bur Stan thinks they’re just 
day, when the head of the 
thousand people showed UP to 
age, and the labor strikes, a b 


Caucasian staff got spooked t 
ofthem quit. 


bag to Tommy, who Passes 


Things just keep getting 
nights like this, when I can se 
‘orn, and pretend that we 
the tensions of Tule Lake. 


A ripple of anger runs through the crowd, and one of the 
nods ar the others, Like a bunch of stooges, they trot ast us 6) 
crowd, toward the funeral patlor, 

Dad collapses on the stoop of the nearest apartment, , 
deflared, like a paper balloon that’s been struck one too ma 


“T'm sorry,” he says. 
T'm about ro snap at him when T pull back, blinking, 


He's sorry? 

I must have heard wrong. Dad's never apologized for anyth 
his life. reat 

Bur then he continues, “I had to choose from a list of bad 
and I don’t know that I chose right.” cna dba 

L feel like I should be gloating. I should at least be smug, But 
estly, all I feel is tired. Maybe I've been tired fora long time, only 
so angry, I didn't even know it. 

| sit beside him. “Okay,” I say softly. ney 

He nods. Without looking at me, he pats the back of my 
“We're going to be all righr, Mary.” 


For a moment, J allow myself to lean on Dad’s shoulder, a 
moment, ! feel him lean back. “] hope so,” I say, 


«he's Kibei or something: “Your 
like maybe he's 


funeral service for Mr. Shimomura.” 


k accident last week, 


accented English, 


is requested at the 
The guy who died in the farm-truc 
e gu 


“Why?” [say ; ; 
The Kibei guy looks annoyed. Who is this guy? He's not from our 
he : 


biock, or 1 would've seen him in the mess hall or something, Beyond 
jock, or | would've 


him, [see an elderly couple being escorted from their apartment by 
im, Lsee an ek 


another guy in white 


I don't recognize him, either. 
’s a show of support for the widow,” the Kibei guy says, 


“Don't know her, either.” I'm starting to close the door when Dad 
hind me 
o,” he says. “Let us put on our shoes and coats.” 
glare at him when I notice his voice, It’s not loud, 
ually is when he’s pissed off. Instead, it’s even, almost placid, 
fraid of his own volume. 
s when I see the billy club in the Kibei’s hand. Jesus. 
Tharever,” J say 
When we leave the apartment, Dad and I are caught up in a crowd 
ig herded toward the funeral parlor. People are being turned away 
from the mess hall and the latrines, forced to walk with the others by 
young guys with truncheons. 
Dad's gripping my arm hard, like he’s sure I’m going to twist away 
from him, so I march alongside him, kicking up silt with every step. 
There are so many people in the streets, we don’t even get close to 
the funeral parlor. We're at the back edge of the crowd, and behind us, 
more guys in white are pacing back and forth like guards, 


what we need, \ think. More guards, 


pad mutters a curse in Japanese, “this a 
it, but ics not for the widow,” a show of, 5 
jhe funeral parlor's at the Cornet OF Wang "ething, 
tif front of the administration building op 

f 


parse this size is going to get their 
ap 


1 To. 
futon w the ee 


J 


everythi 
{ yank my arm out of Dad’s gigs: ing, 


ut in alarm. 1 shove through the crowd, ¢ 
werywhere I look, there are guys with clubs blocking 
stubbornly, I try to push through 
into the crowd. My ankle twists 
From behind, Dad grabs my arm, , 
youre pushing around,” he snaps. 
; One of them shrugs, 
Overhead, 
GUESTS...” 
pe sar a the men, one eyelid twitching, fingers curling and 
uncurling at his sides. I’ve seen him angry, but Te never seen him like 
this. “Get out of our way,” he growls. 


For a second, I’m afraid for him. For us, We've already lost so 


much, 

Dad,” I say, tugging his sleeve, 

He doesn’t move. I don’t think he even breathes, 

But before the men can do anything, the loudspeaker dies over- 
head. There's a sudden squeal, and the scratchy voice cuts out, 

‘The administration has killed the power. 


“What happened ¢ 

ood girl!” ' 
. “and you used ro be a good parent. 
Mom slaps mye. It 
Suddenly, all the soune 


[im too stunned to even react 1 


does, bur sh 


| stare 


night, all its windows dark. 


Grabbing a new rock, I break another window. 


Damn it all. 


call this what it is? Why does everyone keep lying? 


“evacu: 


ation” and a “migration,” not an incarceration, 
h dithe camps were full of opportunity, 


weren't violating our rights, 


"Tsnap. “Things change!” 
bursts across my cheek, hot and sharp, 

4 in our neighbors’ apartments cuts our, 
didn't even notice her get Up. 


4 awkwardly, as if she’s ashamed of what it’s done, 


door so hard, it pops back open again. 


» you!” Dad shouts. “You used to be stich g 


“D neak to your father like that.” She doesn’t yell like he 
0 not sper pcaae 

he doesn't have to. Her voice will slice right through you, 
her. L haven't moved ro cup my cheek, even though T can 


the whole right side of my face. T stare at her so long, she 


aching my jaw, | spin on my heel and stalk out into the dark, 


administration area, near the Housing Office, this 


ashed building, all its nice, quiet employees gone 


ick up a stone and pitch it through the pane closest to me. It 
fragments of glass falling to the ground and shattering again, 


Why won't anybody admit they were wrong? Why won't they just 


They said we were citizens, They said we were “dangerous.” They 


told us they were being considerate of our needs, They said it was an 


jun out of rocks before [ run oUt of wi 
hat? So they can save fees 5 
And for # 80 theycag 
were right? Dad was tight? This ig 89 on thinking 
ey - fine? 
| need something else to throw, 
1 for another stone, 4 brick. down, scanning 
| , groune : a I feel 
: i ared of getting caught soméone & V feel like T should 
i gsi someone might have called internal 
asst § 
“a at this point. 
1 don't see 28Y: ROMS GT SO Taare Men's 
s 


shoes: 
Stan’s shoes. 


th 


‘Seetiey — beet don't even 


Looking up, I glare at him for a moment. His. 
with rain—I guess it’s raining; I didn’t even notice—and he has ms 
coat under one arm, but that’s not what he's offering me. He's offering 
mea rock. A good one. Just smaller than fist-size, 

I jerk my head at him. A challenge. 

You do it. 

Smirking, he winds up and pitches the stone at the Housing 
Office. Together, we smash the temaining windows until there are no 
more panes to break. 

We stand there together amid the broken glass, glittering like frost 
inthe dim light. “Feel better?” Stan asks, holding our my coat to me. 

Isnatch it from him. “Hardly.” : 

He backs away, hands raised like I'm going to bite, 

{roll my eyes. But I’m smiling when I stalk past him, and I don’t 
bother trying to hide it, 


lasses are speckled 


Dad and Tare the only ones in the barrack the next day when a young 
Sly comes to the door, He’s wearing all white, and he speaks in lightly 
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We walk the rest of the way to my pak a silence, but ity ad 
y-usual stewing, fuming silence It's like for the first time in mon 

‘ i encrusted with something important, something trie, ang 

a so long since that’s happened that all T want to do ig hold on 


wit x 
, Foronece, Dad doesn't yell at me the whole afternoon and even) 
For ance, Dad 


I ger the water for the kertle without being et 1 fetch coal for the 
re before Stan has co, Iralmost feels like old times when Tused toh 
Mom and Dad around the store: counting stock, replacing fruits and 
vegetables in the crates, always making sure the oldest prodtice was in, 
ae even though all the Issei ladies went through every single pear 
or melon to make sure they got the best one. 
But when Dad says, “You're being so helpful tonight, Maty,” like 
it’s @ surprise, like I wasn't a good, dutiful daughter who looked up 
to him Bs years, I remember that he could never admit when he was 
wrong then, either. I remember that he’d go charging onward even if 
he'd a a mistake. too bullheaded to ever change course or say he 
was Sorry. ; 


shoots him a look. “Couldn’t just leave it alone, could you, 


“Whatever.” Grabbing my mitt, I leave the barrack to find some 


empty building to throw a ball against and hope that something 
breaks 


Two days later, we hear sirens again. Outside the fence, police cars and 
ambulances roar down the new road to the farms, whete the harvesters 
C work all week, Picking potatoes, 


Bevof the farm trucks turned over, Twenty-nine 


One dies: . 
fhe farm workers go on Strike for 
take (o the streets, Smal] 
bi the Japanese national anthem, 
eae troublemakers, all tight, and 
| immering in the mess halls and in the 
icsl (time before the camp crupts, 
cot Bo, night, Dad and | 
ou what—and when I come home from school the 
ind mitt are gone. I'm confined to 
Be a privilege of freedom, $ ey 
I want to say, What freedom? But Ij 


sil 


cat 


‘They want me here? Well, Pm here, and I hate ir, and I make. a 
know it. For a week, I throw: my books down when I get Berek Ge 
school. I whack the doorframe with the coal bucket when I refill it. I 
am the seething, sullen presence they wish they could forger, only I 
won't let them, bink oh 

It gets so bad, I don’t even have to say anything: to piss Dad off. [ 
turn a page of my book, and he’ yelling at me about my attcude, my 
distespect, the expression on. my face. I don’t even think he cares if 
the neighbors know our business now. Mary Katsumoto’s a bad egg or 
Katsumoto-san can't keep his temper or whatever. As long as he gets to 
yell at me, I guess it doesn’t matter, 2 sill 

One night, we're standing in the center of the apartment, where 
Mom and Stan and Paul can see us. Paul is covering his ears as he 
“ares at a comic book he must have borrowed from Aiko. Mom is 
folding undershirts, pretending she can’t hear us. 
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slancing over my shoulder, 1 see Boots Boy JoRRing tOWARd yg 
slancing i 

Glanc a same red-and-black plaid shirt he was Wwearltg the day 
He's got on esa 


of the bonfire = 

1 keep walking, but he catches up to me anyway, 
cep walking, 

“Did you hear the crash?” he asks. 

I xhrug. 

“Was anyone hurt?” 

This euv can't take a hint, ean he? “How should know?" Tsay, 

is guy-can't rake ¢ 


Te wasn't like this in my old camp,” he continues as if yy not 
being rude to him. T wonder if he’s dumb or just nice. “Gila River was 
the aap chey showed to the public, you know. It wasn't like” 
A WRA warden races past us, and Boots Boy’s voice trails offas 
we watch the man run toward the site of the accident. 
ter Mr, Uyeda was shot and the camp almost rioted, 
most of the guards were removed. But here, there are military police; 
ens, most of whom are nihonjin; internal security officers, most of. 
d Immigration and Naturalization Service officers, 
r different hats and different uniforms, but they're all 
vo do the same thing: contain us. si 
Anyway,” Boots Boy says, “there weren't any fences at Gila River, 
sxcept for these lirrle white picket ones in front of the barrack” 
I was determined to ignore him until he went away, but that gets 
my artention. “You didn't have fences?” [ interrupt. 
He shrugs 
“And you didn’t run away?” 
“Where to? They Put us in the middle of the desert for a reason, 
BE vrte would've made it look bad for the First Lady and the 
pith her. That’s what I told her, anyway. . .” 


g. J mean, J knew Eleanor Roosevelt visited Gila 
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in April, bue I didn't think she'd, 
ae had to live thete, Boots Boy is still 
ee ap. Normally I'd be annoyed, but 
vie annoyed at. “Wait” T say, “You met f 
is wyeah. She was saying we had to be 
beet integrated into the rese of A 
and the [talians, and I told het we hadn't been 
art allowed to buy or move anywhere except into 
that were already Japanese, so whose fault Was ie that. 
integrate?” 7 A 

| smile, even though I decided weeks 
like him. But Boots Boy seems smarter 

“It was still nice, though,” he says, “compared to this.” 

I shrug. “Why'd you leave? 
bad?” , : 

Now it’s his turn to be silent. although he doesne stop walking 
with me. Our footsteps make soft impressions in the dirt: my saddle 
shoes and his old boots, Frayed laces tapping lightly against the leather. 

“To get away from my stepdad,” he says finally. 

I glance at him again. What did Kiyoshi’s stepdad do that was 
so bad, Kiyoshi had to change camps to get away from him? I mean, 
Thate my dad, but it must have been really, really bad for Kiyoshi to 
have to come here. Bee) 

“Shit,” is all I can think to say. 

“Yeah,” 

‘Pm sorry, Kiyoshi.” Ww 

Huh, I guess I've started thinking of him as Kiyoshi, then. 

He glances sideways at me, a sad little smile tugging at the corners 
ofhis mouth, “J just hope he doesn’t follow us here.” 
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n't giving the coal workers enough breaks? Of p ‘ 


administration is 
La eae se as Aiko, Tommy, and Boots Boy cheer. 1 kind, 
: ‘ * 
bs being able to forget, for being stupid and happy, but 
me too, Sometimes I think ind be easier to be stupid, 
envy Wo 1 


iserable all the time, 
Jeast [wouldn't be misera ; 
ary an just sits there, miserable ag 


‘ side, St 
On Tommy's other side, ‘ 
I finally found out where he's been going: Since he and. 


can't find work, they've been hanging out in the camp 
library. Tommy's been teaching himself to read music, Stan’s 
law books and following cases like Fred Korematsu’s, Koremay 


arrested and convicted for defying the exclusion order last | 
he's been appealing his case, and Stan’s been following ev 


article about it. 
‘Thar’s the thing about Stan. He knows what's going on here, 


if he wont say it. } 
Ic makes me want to take him by the collar and shake hi 
he admits this place is awful. This place is worse than Topa: 
know what I would've said to the questionnaire if I'd been old en 
to answer it, but I know that if /’d brought us here, if /’d done th 
us, / wouldn't be sitting there pretending everything was hi 
Crack! ; 
From outside, something hits the window above us 


splits bur doesn’t shatter. 


Someone screams. Aiko, Tommy, and Stan jump to their feet, t 


Boots Boy is rooted to the spot, his soft eyes wide, the bag of p 
a , 


away, breaks, 


people are running for the 


pling around like they 
ui ta ball to chase, 


ach. He looks hurt, but wt 
Me Ph: Boy still hasn’e 

«Come on, Kiyoshil” Aiko 

hat seems to snap him ¢ 
ns—['m not sure if he’s. 


yedde! 
gods at Aiko gratefully, 


We scramble down the 
candy-bar wrappers. My shoe; 

Outside, a crowd is form; 
people are pushing and 
darkness with the others, T; 


Aiko and I normally walk back 
mid-October, she has to stay’ 
alone through the light snow \ 
next intersection, its sides. "2 


Acrash. 


People start yelling. All: 
doors and tacing for the . 


Vhaven’t made it a block 
Mary! Wait up!” ; 


“You're going 00 

“Yeah.” Bang. “Well, 1 gorea practice 

“The next time she throws the ball, T earch it, 
Jieele wichout a miet, but she didn throw ir that hard, 

Whar dlyou mean?” Lask, tossing it back to her, ing 

She smacks che ball into her mitt a couple times. "D wo er 
me play on the Tule Lake ream, He says it’s not apne me, W 


T snore. “Bullshit.” i 
“J know.” She Jobs the ball at me, and we start a t 
a peanuts carefully co 


Aiko to me to Aiko to me—the ball Aloating back . 

between us. i the co-op because; v 
After a while, she says, “T'm gonna be out of practice.” : savings. A 

at the ground, her voice wavering. “Yuki’s gonna be so mad at Tommy and 1 Aiko 
“What” ‘ point in his favor. He 
“When we get back to San Francisco.” He top part of the stands. 
I turn the ball in my hands, tracing the red stitches. when he talks about hi 

left San Francisco. He’ 


think you're going back to San Francisco?” I ask, throwing it 
She snatches it our of the air and eee he hasn’t seen in years: 
Boots Boy says 


both know they don’t want to be Americans anymore. “Come to San Fi 

were ever really allowed to be, SRS : Golden Gate, All the greats | 
‘The ball comes at me high. Thave to jump forit. Tcross my arms a 
I mean, good for the Haranos, I guess. For acknowl , whistle and the bal 

unfairness of it. For being fed up wich everyone saying, God the fences, the bai 

America! Land of the free! and then locking us up ina place like th 

prison that no one wants to admit isa Pilsen, even the pl, 


heers, Because God forbid any of our nosy Neighbors 
ors of my sheets, Becaus R . 
corners ro-san'’s daughter doesn't make her bed Properly, 
tSUMOTO-s2 


Joesn't vake long for things to escalate to Dad SNAPPING at 
we und the barrack enough. T should be » 
n ’ 


hear that Ka 


me for not helping ar 


doar. should be doing the laundry T should be giving my mother 
the floor. I shor 


a break 
a . ade me go to Japanese school, remember?” | Brumbh 
‘ou made : 


"What's your excuse?” 
Dad’ face contorts into something ugly and mean, Here it comes, 
Dad's face ve 


“Tam the head of this firmily!” he roars. "You will listen to me whey 


Wiser abour Sean? | want to say. J don't see you yelling at him, 
Bur I shuc my mouth. Let Dad yell. ‘oa 
I don't know what Stan does—I don't even know where he is tight 
now—but he doesn't have a job either, because the WRA cut back on 


bs to save money, and Dad's nor always harping at Aim about refill. 

kertle or mopping the floors or whatever. b 
Since we've come to Tule Lake, no one’s been able to find work, 

Miom should be working in the mess hall, because the food they 


serve stinks, literally 


d there's hardly any rice because one of the 
cooks is stealing it for his sake still, but the old Tuleans have all the 


go 


oc jobs, and with the work shortage, there’s no way they're giving 
them up to us ‘ 
“sf you don't change your attitude—" Dad’s still shouting. He 


slams his fist on the table. Something something. — intolerable—” 


Something something. “— ungrateful—” 


Be coal bucket. Graveful? There’s a leak in the ceil- 


under it to collect the water when it 


into my shoes and stofm our the door, 
feet ii through their windows, 
we ail daughter, I guess, Bue Tm 
an away for them to spy on me anymore, 
es Outside, the camp is gray, Everything ig 
rv of the tanks, The gray of the sife from the 
where the camp now stands, The Bray of smoke 
primitive street lamps buzz and flicker from their 
of the barracks, illuminating Bray streets and gray walls 


else. 
In San Francisco, you'd be able to see 


listening to Your Hit Parade. 

Here, there’s nothing. Because we're nothing, \ think. 

Bang. Somewhere nearby, there's a sound like something dull 
striking something hard. Like a fist against a door, maybe. 

I look around, frowning. 

Bang, It’s regular, not like that beating we saw back at Topaz, 
punching and kicking and yelps of pain. Bang. 

Fisting my hands in my pockets, I follow the sound to the next 
block. There’s a girl tossing a baseball against the side of a rec center 
and catching it as it bounces back again, 

Bang. 

It's Aiko, 

“Oh, hi, Mary,” she says. She sounds more tired than I’ve ever 
heard her, Tired and sad, 
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worn leather work boot 
corner of my eves | spy 
been taped ar the ends to prevent them from 


black plaid shire, s0 neatly tucked, ie clear he's trying t 
Asithecen sense me judging him he glatces down 
glare at him and shove my book farther under they 
“Yes, Mr. Tani?” the teacher asks, Stil 
Bur before he can answer, someone starts up. “Does 

smell smoke?” ats 
‘The rest of us straighten, sniffing, The kids sitting | 

windows peer outside. Eevee 
“There's a fire by the gym!” one shouts. : 
We charge out of the classroom, ignoring the teach 
us to retain order. A bunch of bays have built a bonfire. 
newly constructed gymnasium and the Induction Center, 
No-Nos are processed every day. Clutching their luggage, 


blink and stare dumbly at the blaze while the adminis: 

to hurry them inside, ar 
“Banzai!” fs ; 
Laughing, the boys heave a bench onto the flaming pile, 


ins 


‘The crowd gasps and steps back. Sparks fly upward like 


Tlaugh too. Some people glare at me, but-I don’t care. “Banzai’ 


2 Japanese battle cry. Stan and his friends used to say it while they 
Jumping our of trees or si 
I don't know . 


group 0 back us up. B 


So.I shrug. “Why. 

She blinks, and I ery 
face, After a second, she. 

Boots Boy answers 
trouble.” . 
Iscowl at him. “No 
He blinks, surprised. 
“Jeez, Mary!” Aiko 
I bite back a retort. 
“Banzai!” 
Crasht oneal 
In the center of the yal 


"Ger up,” Dad says 


1 peerover the edge of my book. He and Stan have finished setting 


the table next ro the stove, and he's staring at me, teeth gritted like he's 
trying to stop himself from shouting, Wouldn't want the neighbors tg 
know he cant control his own daughter, | guess. 

| hop off the cot and walk out the door. 

“Hey, why does she gett Jeave?” Paul says: 

“Mary!” Moms voice follows me outside. 


But I don’t answer, and I don't stop- 


When I get back, it’s after dinner, and Dad's sitting at the table, smok- 
ing2 = While! take off my shoes at the door, Paul hops around me, 
asking where I've been. 
“Nowhere,” I say 
I'm halfway back to my cot when Dad snaps, “Clean that up.” 
Turning, | see 2 couple flecks of mud on’'the grimy floorboards. 
Wich a sullen look, I grab a rag from where Mom’s folded them in the 
corner, Stan does too, and he kneels beside me. Like that'll] make me 
forgive him for being a No-No and making us come here. 
“Easy,” Stan says after a moment. “You're gonna wear a hole right 


you 


ight. ‘Tule Lake és bigger than Ti I f 
ee thirty-six, divided into ps teas “ 
ware formation, like the blocks at ‘tom ney piss 
vaso" its own at the far southeast end of ‘ke ioe 9 
tt ction, because more No-Nos are arriving every eee, 
juleans ate already calling it “Alaska” because it’s eas to 
Tule Lake already has double the population of Ti : 
sumbers ate still climbing. People say they're expecting seas ste: 
and bY the time the segregation is complete. Eighteen thousand 
sees cight. That's a lot of “troublemakers” in one place, if you 7” 
ne, What genius came up with that one? 
‘The WRA has canceled school while the loyal Tuleans move out 
and the No-Nos move in, but Dad enrolls me in one of the ad hoc 


i) 
are 


ghools the Japanese cultural organizations have set up in the rec 
centers. “It ll be good for you,” he says. “Maybe you'll learn some 
manners.” 

Every day, we speak Japanese, Jearn Japanese customs, do Japanese 
aty and crafts. It’s supposed to prepare us to return to Japan, I guess, 
and some of the other girls love it, but I spend most of my time read- 
ingbooks under the table and fantasizing about putting a pair of hashi 
through my eyes. 

I don’t want to go back to Japan. I didn’t even want to come to 
Tule Lake in the first place, only I was few months too young t© have 
‘ny choice in the matter. 

One day, I'm reading @ novel I borrowed from the camp's English 
brary and pretending to practice my kanji when the door at the back 

the tom opens and a set of footsteps echoes loudly down the center 


. Clop-clo sp-clop. ‘They come toa stop near my desk, and out of the 


hife uncomfortably’ as the road unravels behind tu, Tike 
truck shift unc! 


fi 
Ml 


bbon, flapping aimlessly in our wake jance over My shoulder juse | 
gray ribbon, fla pet 


Dad's mustache is th neeg 2 RH 
neone in the back oF the truck | pret hie 1 che trim, bn ‘timing, 
As we pull into Tule Lake, somec “OO re" couple days of) ain, 9 BOW even tg the 
Ser es all as the ones at Top, "ying him appear Unkempe an wild, Be Of hig UPpep 
The fences here are chree times as t PRE, Made m pen my back, ignoring hing when he et 
of chain links and topped with barbed wire, in case someone Waits my ame 


guess, and che guard rowers are even taller than thar. 


try escaping 


are ranks, | count six of them before We've 


greenish-gray things with Machine Buns 


say “overkill?” Stan mutters ro me, 


! would ve laughed. Now I ignore him and jump from the 


yalls don't reach the rafters, so we Sey 
purack, Add the smell of manure, ang We could in Ty 
Ise up my cot in one corer and flop down on the anforan, 
mattress, burying my face in the book I brought from 
[already read it twice on thee 
having to deal with my family, 
‘Don't bother getting up? Stan Pe, 
from the ceiling. “We'ye gorthie® 


ne cise can get out, The ground is swampy with rain, 


ts my pants when I land. 


and the mud splat 


Tule Lake is composed of the same tarpaper barracks as Topaz, 


Dur as I walk coward one of the firebreaks, away from my family, who 


are gabbling and trying to count our luggage, the buildings seem to 


stretch even 


ther into the distance than they did in Utah, 


Topaz used to hold eight thousand people. How many disloyals 


are they expecting here? Ten thousand? Fifteen? 


helping Dad sweep cobwebs 


4 


Idon’t respond, : " . 

Stan doesn’t have the tight to complain about anything that hap- 
pens in Tule Lake. It’s his fault—his and Dad’'s—that we're here at 
‘ll Mom wanted to say “Yes” and “Yes” to the Questionnaire, but they 
had an axe to grind, They wanted to Prove something. They made us 


Ir starts to drizzle, and in the subdued par-pat-pat of the tain, | 


realize it’s eerily quiet. When we arrived at Topaz, the Boy Scouts were 
playing marching tunes, but here, the only sounds are of slamming 

were a cheerful person like Yuki, you 
Jack of pretense, 


CANVAS canopy: 
qm the eget us, Slapping the siding tolecthe gy: 
yete ready for shipment, ic 


Mom jumps. 


“Yeah,” says our older brother, § 
“What's a POW?” 


‘A prisoner of war,” 


tan, “and so do POWs.” 


'don’t think the irony of Stan’s 


Comment is lost on anyone, even 
| Whose enthusiasm wilts into 


silence, The other families in the 


Paul 
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nd. | dont want te see by 
nen fern afeu te 
auditihe cfirt Ve Meg. 


voice weeny: “tha 


ng. Miss Jenkins.” Like Tt the wha tnd 
xcoviding: her for something she should Ve kag 
known? “Leck fret get back TO CAMP, hays 
rhe one who needs PrOvECINg, eye, 


ihe she 


v kind of hare her for that. Por being white, 
sosirion. For not standing up for me, For being 


© be the strong one 
er the way | hare the clerk. And the girls of the 
because I know now I'll never play with them, 
«tle bir too, for thinking it could've been any 


Jenkins hiccups a few times and wipes her eyes, I 
s she boards the bus in silence, 


s me solemnly as I climb the steps. “I’m sorry, 


* dont took him in the eyes when I say it. He's gor blue 
“yes, ike the man behind the counter. Withour a word, I sink as low 
as I can into my sear, where | can't be seen. 
| thought things were normal again. | thought J couldn’t lose, 
te Gattis ™/= 


o realize it 


ng 


git that Were Heels o 
HOR tty iy 


inclows | see thie ote te of hey vob 
the 


lass, f 
rope and the engine diag 


guards Mity be gone, yp Pr. 
ti 

heen torn down, The camp 4 and 
sid “Yes” ancl “Yeu* ty the q ‘ 


my forehead Ato linee eh, 


1 pollect my gear, shivering, i] 
v¢ like for Mary and Aik 


jap who refused to say they were ‘ 
/ loyal C0 this 


hy have eves for the ice cream case: Niseioys 
only have ¢ 
ar us, bur To 


“sea 


- 
when m n, | ree 
Bur when | glance up ag? r 


pi wherty, creamy burrer pecan 
pink serawbert 
pale 


cr is glaring au me, his 
he counter is glaring 8 hang 
The man behind € - 
os of glass. 
sig my shoulder. He's probably seen the bus Outside 
lance over my she 
eve anyone so near closing time, 1 guess, Bury 
doesn't want to serve & 
a aps of ice-cream —beeause weke getting oe 
think seventeen scoops ¢ 
+ do ehe alking, since she’s a pretty whit j 
nds behind my back as we approach the con 


If less intimidating that way. 


is really all that bad, is i? 


roo, obviously 


dy, 
ter, 


Miss Jenkins says brightly, even though the man 
cseem to hear her. “I hope it’s nor too late to get some ice cream, 
jus: won their game, and...” 


ice Kind of peters out at the end as she realizes the man isn’t 
even looking ac her, 
He's looking at me 


Tim already prety small—in the AAGPBL, 


they could cal] me 
Yuki “Shorey” Nakano 


)—bur as the man glares at me, I wish [ could 
make myself smaller. I rake 


“Um . 


a step back, 
~ Miss Jenkins clears her 


throat and glances at the 
slip of paper with our orders on jr, 


“One strawberry on a sugar 


cone, please, rwo fudge ripples in cups, 
cone...” 


» one chocolate on a waffle 


ery (0 AtOP her, tugging her Sleeve, “es, 

ok ye she ignores me, OF dogan’, hear ey, 

keeps k0InA: “One chocolate ey With « Y 

: wk DON'T SERVE JAPS HERA le 
icin anymore. His voice js 80 loud, ig echoes i 

hol my 


JAPS 
JAPs 


JAS 


Unlike an echo, it doesn’t get 
Istagger backwards a little, blinkin, 


8: This isn't they, 
Berte gets called “Jap” by Strangers, big 


The Deltans now 
4 Us. 
alongside us. They've played on, Our baseball di. 


formed talent pageants for us, 


same as we've done for 
we've never done anything Wrong, 


How can they still hate us? = 
Miss Jenkins stiffens like she's the one who's been called a diry 
word. She grabs my hand so tight that at first I think Pye done some- 
thing wrong. p 
But then I see her teary, 
done anything, Angrily, 
Overhead, the bell jingles 
Miss Jenkins is sobbin 
now, the sky a sort of mul 


seared-looking face, and L know I haven't 
T jerk out of her 8tasp and storm outside, 
dissonantly in my cars. ‘ 
8 as we walk back to the curb. Its fully dark 
berry purple. Behind us, I hear the door lock 


“Thanks, Miss J.!” 
“Ifyou keep this up, you could play for the All-America Gut 
Professional Baseball League one day.” 
"Me? Not a chance,” I say, laughing. “Those girls are the Brean 
I read about the AAGPBL in Father's newspapers over the ay 
mer: the Belles, the Blue Sox, the Comets, the Peaches, Helen 
Nicol, Dorothy “Kammie” Kamenshek, Gladys "Terrie" Davis, ; 
Miss Jenkins tilts her head. “Who knows? You could be one Of the 
greats too,” 

Grinning, | Jean back, imagining myself in a Peaches Uniform, 
Yueki “Whitey” Nakano, bocause my first name means “y 
nese. Through the windows, there's another one of those blazing Uah 
sunsets, the colors melting together like sherbet. nik 


Like ice cream. ai 


“Ir's almost six o'clock!” | cry, bolting upright. 


Miss Jenkins glances back at me, one thin eyebrow arched quiz. 


zically. “So?” F 
“So its almost closing time at Smith Grocery! What d’you say we 


make a stop for some ice cream, Miss J.2” ie 


ting, 
‘stip = | 


2 l 
rye! 


“Yeah!” Aki cries. She begins pounding on the seatback, chan 
“Ice cream! Ice cream!” 


The rest of the team joins her. “Ice cream! Ice cream!” 


Miss Jenkins looks flustered, ker pale face turning pink. “Girls!” 
_she cries. 


d work?” | 


mow" inJapae 


of the checkered floor, 


Miss Jenkins bites her tip, bUE T can 
* te 
HI she’ start 
please?” Lasky doing my bese iy fe 
one nto anything, “Preegy pleases 
ant! 


the rea 


jot RHIOW 
de 


ghe glances at Mr, Gregson fq 


pow his eyes are smiling, 


oAll right!” she says at lage, 
We cheer: 


atte 
, Bitls invading in 8 OE stern, 
pefore closing: BM aisles ten esinutes 
We groan. 


“Except for you, Yuki.” Mise Jenking 


pe che ringleaders you can come wih mead “You want to 
for the rest of the team. What do You gig ny the ice cream bac 
Ina sudden flurry, everyone begins comb 


and calling out orders. T grin a5 


everything on the back of our jean Jenkins framtically 


paper lantern or something, Inside, 
down notices, I can see the clerk in his 


SY ™sps of brownish-gray hair 
Soda-jerk hat, with blue eyes like 


‘The bell above us jingles as we enter the shop. ‘The clerk looks over 
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h my pal, prickly as My 
"Y hep. 


rouch the ground. The blades scrate 


self, “Wish you were here,” T say. 
sdiing atte ool 
My fingers earch on something smooth and cool, Te hick, al 


overgrown with grass, | pick it up, rubbing dirt from its faces, tt 
c § Foe, 


like a sign , 
Standing, | flick the coin into the air and earch it Again 


jogging off roward the rest of the team, Here we go, 1 think, Giny 
Aki and I throw the ball around @ bit to loosen up before We really 
ger into it, and then it’s shewok! Hnewek! thwack! Ball after ball Strike 
ipo kik good, Ir feels right 
Once it’s game time, we all stand for the national anthem, and ag 
we salute the flag, I wonder how often Mas and the boys hear this so, 
at Camp Shelby. | picture them on the parade grounds in perfect rows, 
except for Twitchy, who probably fidgets and makes faces at Frankie 
through the whole thing. 


Then the Delta girls trot out onto the field, and we gather in the 


dugout, ready to take our rurns at bat. 5 


Thanks to Mary and Aiko's help, I'm batting cleanup this year, 
which is pretty great, if I do say so myself I worked my butt off all 
summer, and its nice to have something to show for it. . 

Boy, are the Rabbits going to be surprised. 

T take my place on the bench as our leadoff hitter, Jane “Abunai” 


Inai goes up to bar. 
“Abunai!” we shout. “Abunaaaaaai!” Danger! Daaaaanger! 


She looks so glamorous in the on-deck circle, with long eye- 
‘and 2 swagger like one of the boys. Before she steps 


here's that feeling again, like We're 
sof the aky, like we're ROiNg to | foes 
is jrouch the nickel in my Pocket for wee i 
ra lea 


wel MY favorite thing aboue Softball is¢ 

be you know you've held Nothing 

petition and you'te on top Of the World 

et yee had, and everything you had Was 

bad destroy the Rabbits, We bear them 

jet 0” defense. We'te quicker tg the ball, a . 

anothers the Delta girls swinging and Missi 

jives up ¢ her nickname and Bets.on base “Very time 

agrand slam in the third inning—my fre ven 

4 kname as I round the bases, blowing kisses to 
“yeah, Whitey!” 


We're like queens out there, No, like 
(ee arts We deities the 


ing Minnow all about j 
Topaz Times never really cares about girls Ho 
saff of the high school Rambler this 
and I'm going to make sure the ¢ 


another! 


sweaty and: victorious and loud, “Good jobs young ladies,” Mr, Greg- 
son says with one of his slim smiles, ‘ 

climb into my seat near the front and congratulate the test of the 
am as they pass, . 

"You did great today, Yuki,” Miss Jenkins says, taking her usual 
Plc in front of me as Mr, Gregson drives off. eA 
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om ‘s gor 
vinkling with humor | know he’ got kids at Delta 
are always 


\k secret sring for us 
ce ro think he's seeretly roc 
High, but I like to t 
I nod as he stares the engine. 
We rumble through the Main Gare, onto the dirt tord thay 
fe run rs 
Delta, and the girls let our a cheer. Across from me, Ald "Mons 
» Delta, and the 
‘ tay chucker, pops her gum and winks arme, 
our star chucke ‘ 


lor of things abour softball, but my favorite is 


“You bet!” 


Morikawa 


Haugh. [likes 
the air before game, like the othe pinlsand T are electrlé aig 
zing in the a ‘ 


parks are Aying from our feet and fingertips, and no matter Whar 1 
n in school or camp or wharever, I’m swre, at that Moment 
going on in sche = 


ant loxe 


that we just < 
m is fixing their hair for the game, because We ean’, 


Most of thi 
show up looking like 2 bunch of slobs, but every so often, someone 


stares up a cheer to reach the new girls, the ones who have only just 
gotten to senior high school or the ones we had to get to replace our 


No-Nos, like Mary Katsumoto. iis 
“Hey, Rams'” Jane “Abunai” Inai calls, half standing in her seat, 


Whats that sound in the air, ] wonder?” » 
us start chanting, “Irs she Rams, ‘cause we hit like 


The rest of 
thunder!” j 

“What's that flash in the sky so frightening?” 

We're stomping on the floor now, our cries echoing off the metal 
ceiling, and good old Mr. Gregson is just tapping his hand on the 


steering wheel. “Irs the Rams, ‘cause we run like lightning!” 


"Boom! Rabbits, you're gonna get 


te 
a sleepy little town, ar least 6 
1 


cl 
ir 7 jo've been cooped up in CAM FOF sey Peete 
Ido 


w iran paradise, every ey 
i ropol ony 
met n't think 


‘ esadell i secondhand Store, 9 Bank of 
ert 
1h wid Fountain, and everything e| 


ef 4 ie 
 diresd I watch the Smith Groe 5 

M ‘ cones toa couple of blond-haired Pres bs 
ere’ , 


poy, do I miss real ice cream. ‘The. 

ood Humor bars at the co. 

fyou can get them, because 
al wpight sell out. 
‘ By the time we reach the high 
with excitement, Quickly, we grab ouy: 
gant erorting, toward the visitor dugout, 

Except for me. I stop at the edge of . 
met from the other, and I take a long, 


Mary and I used to do this before - 


5 


Mary and Aiko, but they’re in Tule Lake by now. L wonder if they're 
phying ball out there, Uys A A Gan ries 
Thope so, I hope they're showing those Tuleans how Topaz does 
things, tie . , Ms 
Tkneel in the grass— it’s real grass here, not Topaz dust —and 


iil Taian 


“ 
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Vill 


WITH A CHERRY ON TOP 


YUKI, 16 


OCTOBER 1943 


I'm waiting at the Main Gare with the other girls as the bus drives in, 
im waiting at the Me 


‘stop smiling, even when my cheeks start to hurt, 


I'm so excited, 
Ie’s our first away game since we arrived in Topaz, and I am ready, 


Last year, things were too disorganized, everyone was still tog scared 


of us, and no one cared enough about girls’ sports to give us a Proper 


team. Bur this year, we've taken our destiny into our own hands, Not 


only have we organized a girls’ high school softball team, but we're also | 


playing in a real league like anybody else. 
What a wonder, I think, to be like anybody else! Overhead, the 


nearby watchtower is empry. In fact, since the No-Nos left camp, every 

one of the watchtowers is empty. The gates are left unlocked all day 
and night, with only one guard on duty at the Main Gate after sunset, 
Best of all, we can come and go as we please. I squeeze through the 
strands of barbed wire on my daily 


f Playing 

went Other vas 

f oe briefs from the other WRA camps, Tesike ne 

rr  gince we're shorter and smallet and uy ve 


proves 


Not that I hate Caucasians of anything. {don kes and all that, 
t a 


¥ coach, Miss Jenkins, is Bteat. She's one othe ‘anyone, Lif 
ol e 

aachers who lives in the staff housing on the elementary school 
te south 


fas mousy-brown hair and porcelain skin Bete ae of camp She 
shout all the time. How does she do 82 Does she aye ny complain 


also probably one of the nicest People ever, ee 
Hthough she’s 
nice, if you know what I mean. She's lucky diane 


one would ever listen to her, 


We clamber onto the bus, laughing 
driver, Mr. Gregson, nods at each of 


young ladies.” 

“Hiya, Mr. G.” I flash him a grin and slump into th 
behind Miss J. ASR ih aes diy 

“Feeling good about the game today?” he asks, en ae 

Ilike Mr. Gregson, too, He lives in Delta, hachéidees dha 
driving and work on the buses for the camp, so he’s here all the time, 
{fyou aren't paying attention, he looks like he’s always cross, because 
there are all these lines on his forehead, and his mouth is always turned 
dovn at the corners like an upside-down melon rind, buthis blue eyes 


x aa 


IM Leg 
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Frannie and Fumi start crying: ayn 


Our dad walks out the door, 
As Mom and Tommy’ get tip to comfort the twins, 


thar and erat back into bed, Feaning the bat against the 
where I grip ictight. 
Slowly, che barrack quiets down again, and everyone d 


to sleep. 
Except forme, Istay awake fora long time, clutching ¢ 
hac. Under my fingers, the wood has been worn smooth f 
simes we played pickup games or Three Flies Up, from all) 
that have touched it, and T wonder if they've left their m 
how, soaked into the grain like swear or blood or love— 


and Minnow’s. and Stan's and Mary’s hands. 
And my hands. 


And Tommy’s hands. 
I fall asleep like that, one hand closed around my bat, and. : 


holding on when | wake. 


SS — 


White Hi shield Mr. Uyeda Stand up to my dad, Sap the 

hice Houre. Shiek 

Someth? 

Somer . vr, Lwant to believe iq 
But 

roes, but I think some th 


don’ chink chars Urue virhe 


pings are just FOO big for one Person, 


super one ‘ : 
n op fair, Thac’s wor fart Thar’ nor fate, 
that’s nor fair. Tha : 


nc walking, and Terail after her, hiccupping, trying 
ler che tears fall, erying NOCrO Jor her see that T'm not as tough ay. 

to let the tears fal if 

rough. Not in the way that Frankie’ 


And 


Keiko kee 


Because Keiko 
Noviin the way thar Mary or Becre is rough. 


She's kind of sea? 
of those bonsai trees Mr. Hidekawa used to collect from the Sie, 


all curved and windblown and bearen down by snow, but graceful an 
strong. Life's not fair, bur she doesn't need it to be fair, because Shek 


cake anvehing life throws at her, and she won't break. 


A licele over three weeks after Bette submits her resettlement pape; 


work, she gets her indefinite leave clearance. 


tweaking my chin gently. 
Then, without a parry or anything to mark the departure of ye 


another of us, she hops on a bus to Delta, where she’ll board.a train to. 


New York. 


‘hope she's happy there in the big city, under the bright lights, f 


echered, if you know what I mean. She's likes 


a 


der me 


j dont know what tine j¢ is. when 
prowl the windows, whieh re le 
ve he walks across the floor, He's standing 
wn see is the back of him, Tight thule, 
my baseball 


jis hand: 


in days: ‘There's He one to retaliate dei 
put maybe he’s like me, 


Maybe he wants to do something. Break 
ment. Say, This isn't right. Say, V'm nop PP rp, Make a state 
of this. Ye : on fie alt 

“Dad,” I say. Ly 

He freezes, one hand on the doorknob, 

“Ge 

Istand, ignoring him, The Masonite aoe S ity — 
pare soles. “Give me the bat,” I say. ened = 

He almost turns. I almost see his face. “What” ‘ 

Jadvance on him, padding slowly 

actoss the blue-tinged ee 
mine. It’s for baseball. It’s for games. It's not for. . . for ss 
ees Res whatever youre 
planning,” I extend my hand, fingers trembling, “Give 
> “, 3 Ache 

I don’t say “please.” I don’t need to. nt ei 

He owes me this, AC we tae 

Or, well, someone owes me something, and ifit can't be any of the 
other things that would bring us back together in this stupid world, 
then it might as well be my baseball bat, . 

He doesn’t hand it over, though—he drops it, and it lands on the 
foor with a clatter, bouncing a litele ftom knob to end cap. 

a a 


—__—————_—— 


dont know where lm koing, 


Bur it still hurts. It's like we're pulling up our roots, COMING OU gp ? 
che dry soil, all our fragile threads breaking, > 
Snap? There goes che softball ream T could ve belonged to, / 
Pon! That's Tommy’s hopes of gecring inte a 
Worst of all, the next time we're all together in the dining hal 
e's going co apply for resectlement, 


No ® lictle voice Inside me says, 


» college. bel j don't inake it very far when Someone cat 
yn tell from how she kind of sways when the “P19 me, Wve K, i 
lie way like Bette. I fet her walle 
‘the sun sets. Overhead, the sky is 


bi. ‘ 
id is burning down around us, oF tes and oranges, tie | 


With me, NOK in an | 


Berre announces that sh i 


“J just have to fill our a form,” Bette says with a shrug thar 
like she practiced it in the mirror “Since the WRA’s set up field offices 
on'’t have to have a sponsor ora job or anything, 4 


et 


all over the country, Id 


I don't even have to wait for a background check like they used to,» looking at her, 


[im not 


Like they used to before the loyalty questionnaire, she means, Ne 


I clench my fists. ccgaal 
She can do this because she said “Yes” and “Yes.” 


gin and I stop in the middle of the street, « 
One of her eyebrows 80cs up, and she fi; eS 


i bit of lint. “Life’ a 
prushing away @ 8 not fair, Tke. Hy 
thar out by now?” ' Stent you figured 


“Just one form,” she repeats gaily, “a photo ID, and, Bob's. your 


uncle, I'm a free woman!” ae 


“How could you?” I shout. 
Bete blinks. “Aiko, I dont—" 


“You could have waited!” I explode out of my seat, towering oven My face twists again in the way inane 


her, fists shaking. ] don’t know when I’ve been this mad. “You'could iI don’t want to cry in front of Keiko, We burl can't help 

have waited for us to leave before you broke us up!” just... want things to be fair, and they're. Rape : 

“Aiko,” Shig says in that easy, reasonable voice of his, “c’mon, you them. PSnahiand Vane Stop 
know she didn't—” > sa tlien DHS 

, Icouldn’t stop Japan from attackin ey 
i ae ; ; 8 Hawaii. [ couldn’ 
J shrug him off angrily. “But you just couldn't wait for us to be 1 US. from locking us up and pitting Us against ; aa nia the 
; -each other. | couldn't 


gone, could you? You just Aad to get out of here sooner than that!” 
. She's staring at me. There ate tears in her eyes, but I don’t care. “Wel 


stop Mas and Frankie and Twitchy from leaving. 
Or Bette. 


Or anybody. 

I want to believe that if I were bigger, mela oa eoniees ora 
joy, or a superhero from one of my comic books, I'd have been able 
bdo something. Stop something. Punch a fal guy. Storm into the 


\ tt 
Wis 


Chonan sai et 
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coming up behind then, 


The actackers don't notice me 


rdvantage of surprise, but what am 1 Roi C 
10 doy 


pues gives me the 
Theyre grown men, and Tim just @ girl 
vom, the ball comes Whineing jaye ine. 


Buc before I reach th 


ers’ shoulders, making him ctumple, 


br strikes one of the artac 
Mary's thrown down her glove, 
and she’s 


4 


I glance behind me. 


ning for them now, her face set like she's going to bowl them both, 
if they get in her way Over 
“ 


E 


wwone else is with her wo. Shig’s closest, but Keiko and 
Stan! 
far behind, and even Berres running in from ri 
f ight field, ki 


black hair Aying out behind her. 


a 


4 


7 


Tim there in the artackers’ faces, my lips peeled back rg ud 
reeth in @ snarl as mean as Frankie’, yelling at them to back off | a 

Irs ohare thing Twitchy taught me how to punch. Maybe J eqn 
ne of them hard enough to knock him out of the fight, "a 


Then 


hic 


The men hesicare. Maybe they're wondering if they can beat } 
upa 


girl 


Bur I'm not just a girl anymore. 
neta ha 


I'm all of us. Shig and Mary are right there beside me. And Stan : 


and Keiko and Tommy and Minnow and Bette and Yuki, who's 
LS got 


2 bat! 


She's screaming. “Leave him alone!” Bette’s trying to calm her 
down, but she just raises the bar like she'll crack them di é 
eemaes good if they try 


time, we have less. We don’t have Tommy's phonograph or his record 

collection, We don’t have a decade of comic books. We don’t ha 
a ‘i v 

Fumi and Frannie’s kokeshi dolls or our mom’s shamisen she : 


from Japan. 


sminy and Minow help the 
On the 


mn hlood coming ror his fey 

ihe nae wens preety ACE, Tey" won Pris 0 his fer, 
id be proud.” 5% bat he's ginning 

ran rolls his eyes. “'Canse we “Prat 
» Fujita thinks,” 


«ot! 
should alt be / 
niki Ottled abour 
Ls! His remark doesn’t bother me, ¢{ ps 
Id think, just like because 
pankie wou We care whar We do\cate whae 
Twitchy 


us thinks. 


{ smile, but it doesn’t feel like 
teal 
ayer Shigand Stan help the beat-up guy oes 
kind of drifts off until only Yuki and { er 
“you okay, Ike?” she asks, 4 are . 
Not looking at her, I grind the 
tip of the bat i 
into the 


Jost.” 


just 


dust. “We 


he next day, we get the news. We 
know for 
o start in September, and all the No-Nos sure. Segregation’s goi 
going to be shipped = 


to Tule Lake in California, 


All through August, we pack. Our d: Bt oe : 
ad and Tommy take 
the scrap piles and refashion it into crates, Oy lumber from 
barrack, tagging items for Tule Lake, for es 
1 for friends we want’ 
‘to leave them. 


to, for the trash. 


It reminds me of the days befeucie ene . . 


per ‘ hove 


brought 


‘ * * 


‘To make marters 
aealteet Shig cakes over ‘Fwirchy’s job driving the 
track, but my parents won't let Tommy join them. Then 


to, and Keiko gets @ 
— anyway. There are no more 
s, at feast not chat Tim invited tw. 
Irsonly saisaalage She wants to 
so she ropes me —ie 


practicing: with her. 
As much as I love softball, though, I can’t really get ex 


play with them on the new high school team .. . if th 
hasn't sent us No-Nos to another camp by then. 

Plus, Dad still has my bat. 

whe sdeks and kage vol leupygicteee me 
Blocks 15 and 21, and they never let us play, so we have 
recreation area between Block 36 and the fence. 

“That's where Mr. Uyeda got shor,” Mary points out, 

“I know.” Yuki bites her lip. “But where else can we 


By July, though, we're tired of drills. We want to play a reall 
And I want the group back together, 
It ied some meee. but I convince everybody to m 


worse, without Mas, the group just lei 


i, me from the ree center, And 


sual fields everything. 


Bul 
che fifth inning, we're Ae 


ag his ie and chattering, “Hey, 


Someo 
fers a man, I vealiad as ; 


the recreation building. 
Seconds later, two g 
him into the dirt. This ‘far 


I'm thinking a million 

Ishe a No-No? 

Are they? 

Does it matter? ; 

What would Mas do? ' 

I take off before anyo: 
watching me, dumbfo 
hand, 


“Tke, wait!” Shig cries. 
lignore him. 


‘Hook around for Mary trying to earch 
in the comer, reading ane of Mas’s books. 


nysever B d, 

ihe ales BUC it's steai 
pefore 1 ear say any 
he guys off to one si 


Frankie chuckles, bur he's warching Bette like he'd still ado 
no marrer what she said. I don't think she notices; 
“Having fun, Aiko?” Mas sits down next to me. His 
so wide, he has to scoot over so he doesn’t crowd me, 
I nod so hard, I'm afraid my head's going to topp! 
‘neck. “Irs a great party!” I say a lirtle too enthusiasti 
excited? Abour leaving tomorrow?” 


People are taking b 
No-Nos. ‘¢ 
Heart Mountai 


‘Arche beginning of May, the nighe before Mas, F 
leave for basic training with the 442nd Regimental 


Shig throws a party. Mrs. Ito clears out of the barrack to s 


ing with her knitting EAS. 
to themselves. They mix up some punch from 
lies, and slices of fresh fruit I bet Twitchy stole from 


‘And probably the rest of the 


Don's ory. | think. Dad hares it when you ery. Expeci 
people. whe 
“Now!” our dad shouts. “ 
Bur Tommy doesnt move, the tendons in his neck s 
with hiseffor: co hold back the tears, until Twitchy nudges 
“We've gor this, Tommy. It's okay.” sal 
The sack of potatoes makes a scraping sound as re 

onto the rruck. ‘ 


quiet, and T hear a 


omeed fe 
yan un Above me Mas i rethin | “ es 

efully, 1m nov even being jostled, Next t pet 
are pushing people out of our way; Frankie Iatg 7 ‘wn 
the time of his lie, 1 smile, “Lam now.” 


4 

The iar ah calle ff the nent das 0 ee wok 
roe weapons anymore. But they Keep tele side arms, and 
in camp stil cary around wrenches and clubs for pre 
andi he takes my baseball bat with him. School remains 
‘work stoppage continues, so no one goes out to the : 

Bur people have sill gor ro be taken care of so 
<dining-ball scaffs repor: in 2s usual. 

4 wondes if Twitchy and Stan will, too, since 
<ilvring the fod forthe dining hells. All m x: 
ov thai ett _ 
after them, ignoring ‘sg my mom when she tells me ro come | 

When I arrive, penting there’ crowd already the 
fn tht we bse ale sey I 

ee. arms, and my injur 
; | “You shouldn’ 


hat or 
re before H t 


‘ereatx me like Tim just Tommy's kid sister, “Some 


‘behind to fook afer ee family” he tells me. Ae gene men. th 
{Lseraighen ac chat, even though I know it's just a Hose tack 

‘ing me I can't come. Like always. ye people are 
‘Sometimes, | wish me and Tommy could trade their own any 


‘mom and dad wouldn’ give him such a hard time, and I’ 
#round with the Japantown guys without them always 
go home. = 


Through the doorway; I see a group of people run. 
Japanese. 


Tm going to be. 


Mas Tro is 


Hescoops me up in 


¥ 


Peeking chrough the curtains, 
‘the streets with shovels and pieces of 
wvharever they could ge their hands on and thought, 7 
damage. 

“Aiko!” my mom cries. “Get away from there!” 

T ignore her. I do thar 2 lot. Irs my older brother, 
the obedient one, even if our parents never give him cred 
like irs Tommy who draws me away from the window. 

At the back of the barrack, our mom grabs my wrist at 
me down to the floor where she’s sitting with my younger si 
and Frannic. She doesn't thank Tommy for bringing me over, 
but no one expects her to. She and our dad demand a lot fron 
because he’s the oldest and « boy, but no matter whar he does, i 
pleases them. 


_ [tap my fo 
“Who is it?” 
“It’s Mas,” 


nousehold goods, and call first for the 
their onvil rights before they declare ther 


to this, their homeland. . Aah 
But I say % is they who have made the 

pitiful with their spineless demands! These 

a8 of the Ji se people. Let us silenc 


lem, publicly pledge their allegiance to A 
though they have borne the same afflictions, 

ere those who, even now, ave bravely standing on ne 
battlefield, ready to fight for their nation. Put aside 
your persona! feelings. Commit yourself to servin , 
‘your country. These are the iong-cherished tenets on 


‘onnaire. He was playing with his dog. 


For maybe the hundredth time, I take out the 
lication inside it and begin turning it 0 


ints, Tim going to tear the thing to pieces if Tk 
es 2, = ei ene 


the killer?” I say sudden 


“Whar's going to happen to 


rho haven't been found guil 


Tm still s 
break out of the 


4 stick for his dog. Every time he throws the stick, the little mut 
after it, yelping, and doesn't stop until she’s got the stick in her 
she brings it bac! drops it at Mr, Uyeda’s feet, and starts b 


‘or something. “Stan,” he 
hgh and vight and shallow —Tike fe wasnt his 


Whar dunce, Even I, at thirteen, knew that blunt 
good way to shatter a window. 


‘You need something sharp. Like an ice pick. 


‘Peering past him, I watched the letters appear on the w 


| Mam shrugs when [ask her how she going to a 
‘tionnaire. “I don't know ...” Lifting her cutting 


“Whar about ic? ve never met the emperor.” Serenely, 


‘yeah, and Roosevelt's your best PaRRE 
sp. ala tf prorta 


just a grouch. Preach over to ruffle her hair, 


under my hand, rolling her eyes - 
‘At the table, Dad doesn’ look up. Honestly, T 


‘by mail. “Ger anything good today, Stan?” she asks. 


UNITED STATES CITIZEN OF JAPA 
—— it 


apyaetly” 

Lommy'# brow furrows, “Se they're 

ahto Hirohito, but we're not daymoragy eS SY We were 

Wo {make finger guns ae him, “Bingo 
ghig groans, like he's just been sticker 


«You were right, Sean. Whae the fuck.” 


STATEMENT OF 


27, Ate you willing to serve in peer 0 
States on combat duty, wherever ordered? 


Punched. I guess we all 


haves 


28, Will you swear unqualified allegiance to the Uni 
sfiRinesica and faithfully defend the United Stares | 
all arack by forcign or domestic forces, and forswear 
of allegiance or obedience to the Japanese emperor, or 
other foreign government, power, or organization? 4 


‘turns outs Shig couldn't answer “No” and 
co. the following day; the Tepe Times announces that Question, 7 
and 28 must be answered the same. A “No” to one is a “No” Should 
po room for exceptions or explanations, You're loyal, ida ml hn. 
can patriot, Or you're not and you're a filthy goddam traitor! Goback 
to Japan if you don’t like it! } * 
a 1 slide the stolen questionnaire out from under = 
Ship Ikans hack on the sueps’ shragging. “Whars coh eeeamm where I've hidden it like a dirty magazine. Are you willing... Willyou 
we ss sars“’No’ and Yesh?” swear... T've got the rest of the month until Thave to report for = 
“Why "No?" Lask tration, and I need to figure out how I'm going to answer. 
Irs a nifty trick, playing dumb. You ask the right questions, ai If I say “Yes” and “Yes,” T get to leave camp. I get to go to school. 
I get a shot at my education, i " 


IFT say “No” and “No,” I give all thar up, but at least Pll keep my 


selfrespect. 


“Yeah” even if he wanted 


people magically come around to your way of thinking. Dad hates 
bur I tell him to blame Socrates, ¥ 


“Can you picture me in the army?” Shig chuckles. “They’ 


» 


lk the post office every day to see if my applications have come in, 

cuntil a week later that I finally get a reply. 

ight there at the counter, ignoring the way Bette, who's 

and tosses her hair. She already waited an hour to get 
it a few seconds longer. 

ot an application at all. It’s a letter describing 

to jump through, some of them flaming, if 1 
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wa 
fill them ub 
mer classes # 


pill just 
me For sum 


Eventually, of cou 
tions that are si 
about loyalty Pe 


crochet. 


years latet, and it happened anyway: We lost the 
son, SoRMeTiIS, it Feel: 


on my way to the post 9 


Te 
our . 
as I pass Dining Hall 1 

from Block 8 queue UP for the registration, w1 


WRA sealing this scuff with the loyalty questionnaire, 


‘eéminicration’s going to have 2 hell of a time if they d 

“ ee 
pace—far every person who trickles out of the mess 

join the end of the line, — 


Bur T guess it wouldn't be To, i IL 
g paz with wail : 
Ze 3 ta wait. 


is like we're losing even my 
ore t] 


gay something else abour my, 
ing fora month.” we” 
We both drop the subject. 1 


and pat them twice to make sure they wen’ 
your questionnaire?” Task, on'e Fall ou. 
He nods. 
«egfh eee ile ae 
at was oni” rE Reem at, 
a 2 “ 
oS. emt 


“| don't know.” He shrugs, “I 
okay.” ea pee ses i alin td icy ch 
I laugh, And they're Pinatas, i 
gun in this guy’s 
hands? God 


bless America, I guess. 
Ne al 
ot 

Re : 


talk 


+2 ar 


Look, I didn’t want to tell. 
bad, you're scared to 


hands. I couldn't stop thinking of all the 


things T could do with chat 
money. I could buy a truck or a hundred books or a swimming pool 


full of Jell-O. I could visit Egypt or send my little sister to a convent 


or buy a house for my buddy Shig so his family wouldn't have to rent 
anymore. The possibilities were endless! 


No, the possibilities were endless, 


and that was a lot of money, 
What if I misplaced it on our three-block walk to the bank? What if 
someone drove by while we were on the Corner and snatched it right 
out of my arms? What if Bonnie and Clyde rode up with their Thomp- 
sons and opened fire? 

Convinced I was going to lose the deposit bag somehow, I tried 
tucking it under my armpit. I tried clasping it to my chest. 1 tried 
Swinging it between my thumb and forefinger like nothing bad would 


M5 


back where it bel 


| That night, I dream 
 manes and mud-spat 


jborhood, if you ask 
| Rest yt joints that hurt inthe cold 
gad of heading back to New ¥ 


SE epee | 
Twant to scream at him. I want to beat some sense into him. Don't : 


ty} 


“Because everything 
He comes at me then, and 


But that isn’t Mas’s way. He just 

good three inches on me, that boy, 

But you can’t fight everything, Frankie. 
tofight for, or you'll wear yourself o 


When I Wake up the next morning, | 
“wing the patch back onto Pop's WWI j 


unit's for, though,” Twit 
it 

* He throws (Wo stones, 0 
ia jolaok as they collide in 
Joud ea 


ayinchy isn’t good at? 


freedom, on the line, 

Lieutenant Whatever 
“‘All-Japanese.” aan RD 
He Means, “All-expendable.” TAO opty gy Vier: tee pial. 
Who d’you think is gonna get the most dangerous missions? The 
nobody else wants ‘cause they're too risky? The Japs. Line Us up so 
We'll get picked off — pop! pop! pop! That's ve thousand less of us they 


Jobs 


have to deal with, ik . 
"eurenant So-and-So says the combat team is gonna show the 


Srey © to, eed 


oh wilt ai 


etime to catch scorpions in the di 
munning out with the wild horses they say ro: 
Utah, free as the goddamn wind, 

Bur 'd never abandon Mas and the boys, 
‘00k me in when Y patents shipped me out to 


The whole camp's buzzing with the news t 


teen and up h 
#8 gotta do thi ionnai 
a Botta do this questionnaire 


Snot, If you, ef 
Youre loyal, you can volunteer for Roosevelt's com 


erica’s game to the en 
“Isn't that what the questionnaire is fo: 
namby-pamby way of his. “To make sure everyone who volunteers is 
loyal?” iid peel ith 
Sometimes I dunno why Mas and the others let Tommy hang 
around. He’s so small and scared all the time, and he’s not even related 
‘o them, like Minnow. Tommy’s scrappy kid sister Aiko is always try- 
ing to tag along with us too, and to be honest with you, sometimes I'd. 
tather she came than Tommy, At least she can handle herself in a fight. 
Reaching over, I rough Tommy up a little to teach him not to ask 
“upid questions. I go easy on him, though, and let him squitm out 
of my grasp. He’s one of us, after all. “Bottom line is this,” I say as he 
ttles to comb his hair straight again. “To them, we'll always be Japs.” 


M 


give away Ami 
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wie * 


‘The gates open. The jeep rolls into camp. 


Out on the greasewood flats, the dust cloud rears up like 
skin stallion. Fora second, J can see laid-back ears and bared t 
sharp hooves pumping the air. Then i it collapses into nothing. 

I dunno why, but it feels like a punch in the gut. 

Four ketos get our of the jeep, 
why we're here, see, Last Thursday, 


who were coming—Lieurenant § 


followed bya nihonjin guy. 
the newspaper listed the army 
omething-or-A nother, a coup! 


lapanese name—and we 


Seants, and a technician with a J 
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Bei, ns he sayed in 


the street, filing | h 
guy's last, of course, and» ve 
The shocked expression on h 
like pit 2 
ae ae per his ani ae Minit sien’! esas ile 
I'm not close enough pH a eR ae 
into the road, raising a puff of dust in 
explosion ofatinybomb, = pa ili Wioddtaiitels nev 
The guy grimaces pani sare ct 
oars Raa bata dinky the utah dare 
siivtiek US eaamah ees ch integeitagy 
You know, my pop fought for this in hana agit < Lette 
the front lines with the 82nd in France. Loves horses, that guy. When 
Iwas seven, he took me to a horserace. I remember the excitement, the 
Starting bell, the animals charging around the track, bs eile 


Mr eh ‘A 
ful sight P'd ever seen. ' a : 
der, +) ya a 


alone on the street, 


101 it 


“eiko and Yum-vum are swinging together, skirts Swink 
ko a 5 
parrern, and ste like flower petals, Seeing Frankie and me by the 


ing our around “There you are!” 


J beckons us over. 
Shig beams and beckons us © 


entrance, ie scaring ro slide out of my grasp, s0 I tighten my 
Frankie starting t0 S 


I feel 


. rebrow: “Tim not on your dance card, Nakano,” 
; a 
He raises an eyebro 


1 life- my head proudly, crooked wig and all. “Forget the dance 
life my head | 


card!” I say, and, laughing, I pull him into the crowd. 


uyer, na= 


Q sent the 


2 
ie 
| ia 


(Fa 
pity 4 


H Seirson 
j, erosed of Arezican 


apancse an— 
| sete Nene ettend 
J 7 ntted States Arny 
Peeve service ina 
(6 eof war, ‘This an~ 
ert makes January 
04g, the most signi— 
wig: gate of the last 10 
| ras for persons of Jap- 
ni ancestry in the Uni- 
fi states, 
Puig) dave told me tn 
yoreations end letters 
| weir desire for active 
the armed for= 
wif this country, For 
my sonths T have been 
fooling Torvard with them 
the tivo when their de-' 


int aleht de 


lized, 
I facilities of the 
Hy, both at the reloca= 
and in Wash= 
fil, will immediately 
Wiitedat the disposal 
+t War D partment to 
Bh of the 


been ec 
or can 
of Japanese eneestry to 

has te 


ber 


the 


Army er the uy 


States, 


"This ' id pas! 
sallonen eos ee tomes | ACTION Given ” | 


sonatnent of any cement | opcite, MSS principle 


request, | 
Citizens fp Yat Aterteen | montis latest 


Biven by Secret 
traction tor i : 
tion of a son ine 


ihe jiray in which they 


tion's: enemies i 
The initial proccaure 


in the 


unit authorizea by Seerct 
‘ary Stimson willbe yolune 
tery induction, the’ War, 
Department announced, Tq 
cilities for this will te 
Ratien~mide, ineluding the | those Harsion 
Hawaiian Telands and the | renoved as soon 82 humane] 
fer Reloontion centers in | ly soseible, 4 


this 


¥ to 

dual will be inducted if |4s'6 vote that imet bo 
doubt existe as to his lo- |heerd, and 1 [ons alad 
yalty upon induction, thet Tan towlable to 
7ee Misct will begin |eive active propt-that 
training as combat toan |'this basic Thiet rf 
for service in an active | ier 13 not & casualty ‘ 


co} 


theater, 


will include the customry = 
elerents of infantry, sr- --uhich is already 8 ‘com i 
snnounced by tillery, cmzinesr and me- ponent of. the Arey ao 
f ‘ @ieal personnel, Mo effort ‘Tho War Department’ s 
; will be spared tn develop- 2etion, St wes announced, 


es De Oday that 
SMpLe¥Os for: the subtentiar poe : 


ea | PRINCIPLE OF 


‘ay by. the Wan 
Proapting the wor Depart 
Seiten wag 


hare in 
ogatnat the naw. 


formation of tho 


Pan 
epreasion of that 

Tight are imoogea by’en, 
ergenoy, sconeidonattoho,: 
shouldbe |i 


a. 


untry. No indivi- “Loyel ygountry 


in be~ 
‘This combat team [of war,# 0. ~ 
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are less, | in 
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he 
e down my face, J know. 
1eoalink plinking away the last of my tears, | lay my head on his shoulder. 
Frankie,” T murmur, 
», Frankie, 
You [00> 
naka boy break your heare2 


We dance outside under the orange lamps, 
kie's shoulder. 


ka kisses Gail Johnson in the shadows, We dance while the song 
iaRaee ges to Count Basie, andithe mess-hall floorboards thunder with 
tish, T feel his arms go anges 

” he asks footsteps: 


We dance while Joe 


ac last, Frankie kisses me on the forehead and 
bea laugh, but it comes ou, et 


Your wig’s crooked” 
g back, I smack him lightly Hesrnllcs ase 


takes a step back. 
“Oh no!” Tblush, bu Frankie just shakes his head, 
“Cut it out, Nakano, You make a big deal Of seeing the good in 
eqthing, but you're a dunce if you can’t see how good you look 
ve 
heiceand mud, the lsc notes of “Harbor Lights ronight 
My eyes well up again. 
Nakano, dont cry 
swaying with me a 


drift over the empty s 


He extends his hand then, 
“C'mon, Gently, Frankie takes my hand, 
the next song begins, * 


but! don't take it tight away. 
He was kissing ( 


I suppose it’s true. I choose to see the bright side of any situation, 
What happened?” 
sail Johnson, Thiccup ag: 
“That k irl?” He b 


no matter how dim. I saw the good in that God-awful train ride from 
ain. “During our songh? California. I see the good in Topaz, 


has the audacity to | 
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Nakano, you're twice the gil she is. Dumb 
missing 


augh—a big, bellowing 
laugh that would sounc 


despite the dust, the plumbing, 
such warmeh to ir, “Shit, 


and the cold. I even see the good in Frankie. This should be no dif. 


ferent. J should be no different, and ir should be easy, because as of 
boy doesn’t know what he’s 


tonight, I've decided to think of myself as gorgeous, 
! sniff In his arms, I feel 


and not once in 
my life have I been dim. 
the chill beginning to case from my Buc if Fr 
“You really think so>” 
“Yeah” 


bones, 


ankie Fujita is right about something, 
hear it from me. 


‘Im no dunce,” I say primly, taking his hand. 
8 *0 pretty. I'm prety too, ‘Tknow,” 
“Why are you being so nice to 


he’s not going to 
“But she's —” | Stop myself from addin, 


b I frown at Frankie, 


Grinning, he walks me back to the dining hall, where 
the dance has gotten hotter and louder and more joyous. In the crowd, 
Thitchy and Stan are ching Tommy some kind of complicated step 


hunch of mistleroe suspended over the con. 


roiect in here,” Keiko says, ‘crossing hey 


1 breathe. 


he evening passes like a flurry 

Mas. Twitchy takes me our 

“our heels Kicking up, 

lous dancer, all that buoy. 
ery dip. 

he fourteenth song of the 


even though T already know 


ving and pairing off again like shapes in 
a kaleidoscope, whirling away in spirals of multicolored skirts as the 
music sta 

Jes “Harbor Lights” by Frances Langford —Joe’s favorite song-— 

the same song he sang to me as we rode the train from Tanforan three 
months ago. It couldn't be more perfect 

1 search the crowded mess hall fora glimpse of Joe's slicked-back 

hair, his sparkling, wide-set eyes, bur he’s nowhere to be found 


“Have you seen Joe?” I ask Yum-yum, who's dancing with Stan 


my head, twining my hands in P 
{shake my my dress. The seconds ke 
ep 
away! 
jpping td? 
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hi 
Without ey eat eps aie Magee 
pegins (0 Sig. Wath ly » the outdoor air is 
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soe?” I call, descending the stairs, 
‘There's no answer. 


shivering, I turn the corner, 
And there he is, on the dark side ofthe building Breaking out in 
ile, [take a step forward, 


asm 


Bur my joy freezes in my chest as I near him, 
He’s not alone. There's a girl in his arms, almost as tall as he is, 
with golden hair like summer sunshine in the dining-hall shadows. 

It’s Gail Johnson, and they're kissing, lips locked, pressed against 
the wall, like they're the only two people in the entire universe, 

No, no, no, this can’t be right, 

This was my dance. 

That was my kiss. 

Tears fill my eyes. A sob catches in my throat. 

And I flee, I run into the darkness, crying, until one of my heels 
caches in the slush, and I go tumbling forward onto my hands and 
knees, Dirty water Spatters my arms, my legs, my white flowered dress, 

The ted camellia tumbles from behind my ear, landing petals- 
down in the mud, 


“Whoa, whoa, Nakano,” someone says, hoisting me up. In an 
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in Thearrical Red that atadskitoareayeee Sreagh nk 
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” Yam-yum says. 
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ne, where Constance Luft Huhn, head of the House of Tan, 


Yau lo 


divan, bedecked in pearls and sap: 


is reclining on 2 pea-green 


reamy skin. | squint at her lips and 


thar gleam against her c 
rouge checks, her sky-bluc eyes and perfectly arched brows, 
‘nt in the ad.” 

“Yeah.” Keiko rolls her eyes “Because she’s Caucasian,” 

"frown at my relection—my round cheeks, my flat nose— feel: 
ing like a dumpling compared to the likes of Constance Luft Huhn, 
Gail Johnson, and the pretty white women in my favorite films and 
magazines, 

“She's not even real,” Keiko says, tapping the ad. “Thav’s a draws 
ing, not-a photograph, In real life, she’s probably got acne and a double 
chin like the rest of us,” 

“Oh.” For a Moment, I feel silly, Naturally, I can't look like 


T want to. What a bore, to be 


yum yun eH0ks the red-paper camellia behing has Abe 
| chough and beautiful,” 
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sree Keiko laughs, fluffing her hair in what's clearly an 


jmiration of me. 
with a smile, I throw my arms around Yum-yum and Keiko 


ues them 50 gh ur cheks suis, “Abas 
jne “Holiday Jitter Hop” dances in Dining Hell 30, and t can hear 

je music even before T enter the strains of Mills Brdhens song 

He through the walls. Standing before the steps, 1 brush out 

my skirt and look up at the door—the unvarnished wood is plain, 

ea unsightly, spattered with mud from the slushy December days, 

but I want to memorize every nail, every splinter, every moment of 
anticipation. 

Joe’s inside. 

My dance is inside. 

‘he test ofmylifete Meee 

“Are we going in, or are we going to stand out here all night like 
dunces?” Keiko asks, cocking an eyebrow at me. 

‘Of course we're going in!” I flash her a smile. As I check my dress 
and wig one last time, the red camellia crackles in my hair, 

''m ready, | think. Twining my arm in Keiko’s, I take the steps up 
o the dining hall. 

Inside, the building has been transformed into a true Christ- 
mas wonderland for the decorating contest. Fragrant juniper and 
pine boughs from Mount Topaz adorn the walls, and the beams ate 
ith streamers and poinsertias made from back issues of 
a tree strung with garlands stands in 


festooned w, 


the Topaz: Times, Atop a table, 
: ard snowflakes dangle from the ceiling, turning 
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into his coat pockets. “Well, [ 


could do, since you couldn’t make it out last 


I say brightly. “Are you going to the yol- 
Mis airman 
nt thought abour it yet. Maybe I'll see you there?” 
Maybe!" Shrugging, I do my best Scarlett O'Hara impres- 
sion, pretending indifference, even though I'd love nothing more 
than to sit by him on the high school field, 


der and thigh to thigh 


shoulder to shoul- 


"If something more interesting doesn't 


come up,” 


He smiles, and I nearly collapse against the doorframe, swooning, 
“You make everything more interesting, Bette,” 
a n I suppose you'd better be wherever | am, Joe.” 
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Although he's 


feel as if when we 
d, 1 fee fed than usual, 
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me wose he’s busy with school, 
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a nN nm my dance card 

the “Holiday Jitter-Hop,” but only one: the four 
for 


teenth, as unre- 
tkable a dance as you can get. 
matka 


My worries. however, are eclipsed by the Christmas festivities. On 
che morning, of the twenty-fifth, we wake to fresh inch of snow that 
ices all of Topaz City like a delicious buttercream cake. Icicles drip 


from the eaves like crystals, smoke drifts from the chimneys, and we 


sand in our doorways as carolers march through the streets, 


singing 
‘0 Come, All Ye Faithful.” Th the brittle Winter air, 


their voices are 
car and bright as bells, 


Inside, next to Bachan's cot, our stoye burns merrily, our concerns 


about coal rationing forgotten for the moment, On the table are pres- 
ents wrapped in brown paper and twine. A few of Yuki’s— donations 


from the Quakers at the American Friends Service—even glisten with 


tinsel, 


As we open our gifts, we find fruitcakes from hakujin friends in 
San Francisco and manju from our older brother and his wife in New 
York, where they were living when we got the exclusion order, He 
offered to come back to be with the family, but Mother and Father 
wouldn't hear of it, Of course he and his wife had to stay back East. 
Why would you come here if you could be in New York City? 


Among my Presents is a brand-new Tangee Satin-Finish Lipstick 


~all covered in Masonite with exposed nail heady 
-acgecepee cach square board, 10s not the cote 
srer oF eH 


shining arcane the perime mine sansa 
m give you that, but, with 4 ve 


of accommodations 
homey enough 


ro make 
ged to ee. 
sins Mother sewed from empty rice sacks, ang 


There are the =e dressers Father shipped from Tanforan, Hey 
the tables, chai rs sur clothes and shelves to display photo. 


we've man 


ssaries like & § and Cups. 
sre pegs for our rowels 10 dry, along with 
«the eldest, its my duty to keep Gilled, 
B ch to the stove, where it's warmest, then Yuki's, 
Bachan’s cot is closest to the 


ne, where I've bung 2 curcain fora litele privacy. 


then m 


Now Yuki and her friend Mary, Stan Katsumoro’s_ sister, 


who's also on the softball ream. sit on my cot, reviewing my. dance 


card. 
Jes nearly full, with Shig, Twitchy, Tommy, and Stan having 


signed up, but chere’s only one name thar matters to me. 


1. Joe Tanaxa 
9. Jor Tanaxa 
16. Jor Tanaka 


True t0 his word, Joe has called not once but three times to ask me 


yh. I swipe the last of th 
with @ Taugl the duse from a 
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Mary leans away uncomfortably, “IF he's a gentleman, then” ‘ 

© My scomach lets oue an embarrassingly loud ftp, momentarily 

silencing me. In the back of my throat, I taste bile. Quickly, t clap ni 

’ ds over my: mouth, : 

Marys alteady reaching for the waste bin. “You okay?” 

J shake my head. “I think it must have been something | are—” 


You didn’t eat the walnuts, did you? Mom tefused to serve them 


han 


in our mess hall.” 
Yuki’s stomach growls, even louder than mine, and she jumps up. 


grimacing, “I knew that gravy was off!” 
p As one, she and I scramble for our zoris and fly toward the door, 
doubled over in pain, Outside, it seems like the whole block is fleeing 
forthe latrines, filling the air with groans and the stench of sickness. 
Tim so ill with food poisoning that I spend all night in bed with a 
bucket on the Hoor beside me, 
I miss the dance, 
Worst of all, I miss my dances with Joe. 


By the next morning, however, I'm feeling almost as good as new, ifa 
litdle tired, when who should knock ar my door but Joe Tanaka him- 
self "Hi-ro-miii!” Yuki screams, though I’m only behind my curtain. 
“Ws for you-nuu!” 
Flustered, 1 tighten my wig band over my hair and pull on my 
| 3 ntically at my hand mirror to ensure that none 


dt ppointed. 
T could bed. 
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™ hands, 
Yelpin, 
dow y're too late. My firse snowball] hity 


pile of slush, and run at them, 


the 


ces up beside me, flinging snowballs of 
dust and snow ar one another 


it runs down our necks into our Collars, 


at Joc, who grins ar me through 


first snow in Topaz— the firse Snow 
i her, 


sou 


ancellation of the 


Halloween Spoolctacy- 


ity Activities Section to 


| no longer have to 
and by the time Th: 


takes almost a month for the Commun 


accumulate 


wide record collection 


fely on a band for di 


80 We 
ance music anksgiving and 
the Thanksgiving Dance —arrives Tam more than ready to swing and 
jive. 
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With jiggling slices of Cranberry sauice that stil 
70m the inside of the can, In 
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er 
ing 


ve toast turkey and wa Inut dress- 
bear im, pressions 
holidays back home in San 
Id spend d 


the 


“ys in the kitchen, 


bue we're still together, 
1 aloctSibe BeeteraT 
alo 


m our sweet potatoes, sneaking bite 
fro. 
ping 


‘looking. Bachan sees us, but she sim 

are in-pie filling into her mouth, 

of pala my meal in the most unladylike manner especially 
Ie margarine tonight! —and 

gravy. 


t Frankie, 
logized for his nasty remarks last month, 
apolo 


bread and real butter—none of that oleo: 
he bre 

ene heaping helping of turkey and 
i i the dishwashing station, [ encounte; 


who still hasn't 


I regard him coolly as I rinse my plate. “Franci 
“Nakano.” He nods, 


“Tam.” 


“You look like you're having fun Over there.” 


“Wish they'd had real 


ravy instead of that walnut stuff” he ae 
“{couldn’t eat it.” 


“I thought it was nice.” I wait for him to a 


pologize, but he simply 
dips his fork and knife in the soapy water, looking as if he'd eae 
swallow a toad than say he was sorry for anything, so I place my dishes 
in the drying rack with a clatter, 


“Well, I hope you and your uncle have 
s happy Thanksgiving,” 


That night, in preparation for the da 


nce, I hang up my dress, a beauti- 
ful white rayon splashed with flowers, and polish the dust from my 
pumps, 


Because we're a family of five or more, we have two connected 


instead of one, which means that Bachan, Yuki, and | 


er and Father have the other. The ceiling, 


fyou let your anger eo 
nd if you Ft) ti 
, Tee yo 


eee you and anyone Who gets 
rn 
wee 


ised 
— he can collect himself  g 
door, and step out into the. 


J jaming as walk t0 school, alone. Ido seg 
i, Tm sill fuming 


every week. Isee the dust 


Bur unlike that oaf Frankie, I choose to see the 
d rowers. But 
guard 10% 


ly the bad. 
chooses to see only : 
= ¢ make me stupid. 


where ; 9 
an optimist does ni 
a sche first snowflakes begin to fall, however, all the A, 
a eons : 
Frankie fy right out of my mind. Perfect six-branched starg. an 
of Frank ) 
jlemly over the camp, alighting on my hair and shoulders as 
silently 
imo che dirt lane, throwing my arms wide. 


What a wonder! 


Snow fills che air, dense as the Milky Way on the darkest of 


J cwirl, my skirts flying out around my knees, like I’m a ballerin, 
lass globe. All zround me, children and adults fling themselves to th 
ground, creating dusty white angels, i 
Tn the road, Mas is being dogpiled in the slush by his si 
n the junior high school, Since he has a lictle college edu 
Caucasian 


heads thrown back to catch the cold flakes on their tongues. Keiko 
always seems a little cooler, a little more detached, a little more grown- 
upr its easy to forget that she’s just a kid like the rest of us, even if, like 
Yun-yum, she had to grow up faster because her Parents were taken by 
the PBI after Pearl Harbor, 


“Bette! Can you believe it?” someone cries, startling me. “Snow!” 
Joe races up behind me, grabbing my mittened hands and swinging 


me around, laughing. We spin in the snow as the barracks flash past 
us, blending in with the powdery sky, until he is the only thing in 
focus: his slick hair, his smile, his fingers on mine. 

We're surrounded by kids on their way to school and adults 
without jobs stumbling from games of Go, but I truly believe at this 
moment that Joe and I are the only two People in the entire desert, 


the entire universe, even, whirling at the center while all of creation 
revolves around us. 


Gradually, we slow, but the world continues to turn dizzily. He 


chuckles, steadying me in his arms as I lean against him, breathless. 

“Too bad the “Halloween Spooktacular is canceled,” he says. “We 

could've done this properly, on the dance floor.” 

Looking up at him, I bat my eyelashes, “You'll have to ask me prop- 
erly next time, Joe, Without your name on my dance card, I couldn't 
guarantee that we'd even speak to each other the whole night.” 

“Well, I can’t let that happen, can 1?” He smiles. 


“Next i—” 
Splat! Something wer and 


srall of them are for housing — 
nore i 

. “f four in the center of camp are stil] 
nd dl 


Japantown Boys and girls are spread @ 
° Ja 
ear han weve ever been before, 
apai 


4, so we often see cach other at yy 


‘quidn't afford the travel expense,” | 


hey © 3 S 
: enctlya hot spor for nightlife, you ky 


Nakano. They couldn'tve exiled us any f 


“You 


in me, * >D;, 
if they'd sent us to Alaska.” Disgusted, Fra, 
= am civilization if th b 
anes und. Although it’s past noon, the entire can 
frozen ground. 4 3 


wt ze of fost the likes of which T could 
vered in gli ; we h 
rere {still lived in San Francisco. Lifting my chin, | 
drea 


Jam nota Nisei gid picking her way along a dusty lane but 
am ni 


empress Hoating over a floor of crystal. 
“Twas so hoping for a dance with Joe, though!” T say. 


“But the guy hadn't even asked for a dance yet.” 

“Ye!"I say, Frankie has always been kind of a dolt when. 
‘0 romance, so Im in the middle of explaining the many 
courtship, including che game of cat-and-mouse Joe and Tare 
playing, when the horizon darkens in a sinister, familiar way 
My eyes water as a cold wind rises, screaming over the b 
*Shid" Frankie grabs my hand as a dust storm explod 


ing, we run through the storm 
hat, the sand stinging our eyes 


‘Throwing open the laundry, 
after, slamming the door as 4 gu: 
Plunking down on the edge of 
sounds as if the world is going 

Frankie kicks the door, cracking it. A thin stream of sand pours 
across the floor. “Goddamn ie!” 

Frowning; I brush dust from my wig. It wafts from between my 
fingers, pale as clouds and fine as powder. “Cool ir, Frankie. That door 


never did anything to you.” 


asks. “Don’t you hate it here?” 

T try to sniff, but the dust is so thick that it makes me sneeze 
instead. “We have food, shelter, jobs... We have each other,” I say, 
“What's there to hate?” 

He stops by the door, Staring at me with those eyes that M 
says look like embers, “What are you, d, Nakano? Ca 
shit when your face is tubbed i 


Yumyum Keiko, and | cram , halt 
ay mornin iseven colder than it iggy I the Mea of purchasing another, bur with fven the doctors and teach: 
a > gun ws earning less than a private in the army, no one in camp has the 
money for something like that, Even if 1 could Scrape together some 


sj smokestack is i bs, ic would take me over a ear 
pthestee odd jobs, Year to save up enough to look like 


On Mond! i n 
he hospital is the only area with cong 
The ho 


Gail Johnson, 
will re 


nately, cons > 
|assroo 


sur desks in our military-issue egg 
we hudale ato" 


the 100 


be. Forine 


P and leads the charge from 
es, i the classroom, followed by Tommy and the others, 
there’s one ee gin aoe too, Gathering her things, Gail follows, her hair flashing like gold in 
euessed it, bur there are a lot of AUCasi, 


You wouldn't have § 


ards, although we have those, too, on the y 
just guards, althoug 


<d windows, b 


the chilly sunlighe. 


camp, and not 
camp, 2n 


ca ‘ . admini. ; * 2 
and at the gates. They work as doctors, ad, TUstrative On Wednesday, much to my disappointment, an announcement in 
rowers and at the g 


the Topaz Times, the camp newspaper, declares that the “Halloween 
Spook-tacular” has been canceled due to 
section of Caucasian housing that’s separate from the rest of the ‘amp, | ing about it to Frankie as we leave the mess hall for the high school, 
hough irs still inside the fence, if : where he’s kind enough to accompany me every weekday afternoon. 
although it y ry 
The girl's name, J find out, is Gail Johnson, the blond-h | Dining hall, Y think belatedly, remembering to use the correct 
eyed daughter of the Agricultural Division Chief, and e | expression from the booklets we received on Topaz terminolo; rs 
blue-eyed daugl a p IP BY: 


only one of us ina Sears, Roebuck polo coat of beautiful novelty weed Frankie hates it, but I think using words like “dining hall” instead of 


instead of the navy wool the rest of us have to wear, 
“She's so prety,” I whisper to Yum-yum and Keiko, “[ wish “Bet the ketos didn't want 
8 pretty as her.” f Frankie grumbles, ie 
Yum-yum glances at Gail. “I guess she’s all right.” x Every block has a d 
I" Keiko adds with a smirk, With six b 


‘ “mess hall” makes everything seem a little more civilized, 


he bus that will take us the 
seat ont 
window 

" cae carefully tended flower 


et a jesert where the earth is 5g 
jat aese 


bros 
nosaic. 
ed like 2 ™ 


absolurely nothing but Snarled 


Theres 


hs such long eyelashes! : 
open my eyes again, hoping for an on 
aati like in Morocco or Casablanca, 
es that, however. Here, there are no exo 
- chee can meet. There isn’t even a tree jj 
ar pavilions whet 


etches around an enormous compo 


+, made of three strands, as if it were for cattle, In 


each one looking squat and grim and the same as the last, With all the 
buildings lined up so neatly, I bet Topaz could hold eight thot 
people or even more, all in a single square mile! 
: aa the nearby buildings rises a steel smokestack that dh 
the rest of camp, even the guard towers that line the perimeter, 7 
ate only a couple of stories rall, bur there’s no mistaking them @ 
Caucasian soldiers surveying the Main Gate area from their ob servae 
tion decks, 
Tsigh: Obey, it's a mite bleak 
wth no tall buildings or forests, one can see clear 


Tag 
Frankie makes a 
‘What a dump” 


ging a stray thread on his father's ole 


sted sound 
disgusted s 


air, T step from the bus in 
butas soon as I touch the ground, 
my shoe sinks two inches into the dust, and 1 Pitch forward gracelessly. 


Frankie catches my elbow, steadying me with his hard grip. 
“Yeah?” he says. “You oughta 8¢t your eyes checked, Nakano,” 


I don’t bother telling him | Prefer “Bette” now. ieee 
one by their last name. Fran 


giving our arrival a festive air, 


This is where it will. happen, U think, memorizing the pale sand, the 
unvarying barracks, and the barbed wire 
iswhere Joe and I will fallin love, 


OCTOBER 

I'm so excited for the school Year to finally begin that even the unfin- 
ished classrooms and dearth of supplies can’t dampen my spirits. My 
senior year! Even though we're not in San Francisco anymore, there 


will still be clubs, sports (I hear Joe Tanaka is a star basketball player, 


and I can’t wait to cheer him on, although we don't have a gymnasium 


yet), and, best of all, dances! There's 


moot }an-Ken-Po and haye 
jose oH fe, parviculacly mollified, 


che shades must be qd raw) 


anne prainss which means that Yi 
nee 
Ww 


Bachan is using Mother's knitting bag 
An hour =e ae on Father's shoulder as he attempts: 
an flickering gaslights. Yuki halfhearg 


ewspaper the 
: i ae catches it in her dirty leather mite, 
softball into | 


and again. 
ee hits 2 particularly rough section of trac| 


stumbles against the back of our seat. “Sumimasen,” he mi 

Looking up, J lock gazes with a tall boy with slicked. 

sparkling wide-set eyes, 

How isit possible chat T've never seen him before? I 
ran housed almost eight thousand people, but how outrag 
missed a boy this handsome! 

He grins, ‘Nice hair,” 
Blushing, J run my hands over my blond wig. “You 
aithdunb* 


“Nah.” ‘The boy smiles wider, Fevealing a crooked front tooth. 
“You look like a Japanese Lana Turner.” 

Tbeam at him, 

“Your name's Hiromi, right? I'm Joe. Tanaka.” He says it just like 
that, Joe—pause— Tanaka, Like Clark —patise— Gable. 

1 extend my hand. “Actually,” 1 say in my bese Vivien Leigh 
impression, “I go by my middle name, Bette, now.” 

Yuki scoffs. “Since when?” » 

Tshoot her a look. “Since now.” 


American girl like me. 

“Like Bette Davis.” OF course, Joe pronounces it correctly, like 
“Bet-tee,” and takes my hand, grinning. 

“Exactly!” Reb 

‘The rest of the train ride is like something out of a dream, Other 
people complain about the heat, or the stuffiness, or the water running 
out, but Joe and I are in a world of our own. He's from San Leandro, 
across the bay. His favorite song is “Harbor Lights” by Frances Lang- 
ford, and when he sings a few bars under | s i h 
die of happiness, , “—" 


- 
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ue Co a 


the assembly center at Tanforan to 


prepare to ship our scrap-wood fai niture by train. It’s a curious feel- 
ing, saying goodbye to Tanforan, ‘The camp may have smelled, been 
poorly constructed, and had repulsive food, but it was only twenty 
minutes from home, and some of us had dared to hope we wouldn't 
have to leave California after all, Keaton 
As for me, after four months of the same dusty racetrack, I am 
looking forward to another adventure, particularly aboard a train, 
although I must confess I'm a tad 
screech to a stop next to the 
younger sister, lil 


ntleheae8se of powder in my Op dey 


bes did she have 0 cover yy 


love 


sabes did she sneak Out OF hen 
Japan he leans over again, selecting one , 
can thank 5 Jewable. “This is for you.” 

edside 1 r 
chk j_” But I stop when T see the say 
‘No, i— ° 


Jerrers fro 


hake my head 


This is the 4 
did care, afterall db 2 / 

my pocket, “I guess we d better get going, then.” ¢ 
‘irinto My ky 


babi almost gab for Fred’s arm before he can run away, by 
of habit, 1 almost § 


"Ready to go home, Fred?” lextend my hand to him, 
ad 10 go nome, 


Truck 


stop. 


Afiera moment, he takes it. 


They're all there when we get back, crammed into our stall 
Shig, Minnow; Tommy, Twitchy, Frankie, Hiromi, Yuki, Stan’ 
moto, Mary—shoulder to shoulder on the cots, leaning back in 
I made myself filling both the tiny rooms. 
With a cry, 


Keiko races up to Fred, twirling him around 


ashe throws his head back and laughs. On my cot, 


Maty ty on her blond wig, saying things like, “ 


N\ 
jer for me When W2S YOUR age 
fo 


» but] 


urs? The M&M'?" Looking up, 


he shakes his head, “Freddy, you ber- 


ter talk to me before you run away next time, I'I|—” 


"I interrupt. 
' Twitchy winks at Fred, who clumsily tries to 


“There won't be a next time, 

“OF course not,” 
wink back. 

Gently, Shig takes my hand. “You okay, 


Yum-yum?” 
“No.” Taking Dad’s letter from my poe 


ket, I place it on my dresser 
until lean read it, Dear Amy. “But we will be.” 


All around me, my friends are making tea, 
radio I recognize as Mas's, 


tuning a Silvertone 
shufling a deck of playing cards, talking, 
joking, laughing. Outside is the camp, the barbed wire, the guard tow- 
ers, the city, the country that hates us, But in here, we are together. 
We are not free, 


But we are not alone, 


seth 
Jyprus ences PA 


roris, past the break 
handmade 
n their ba 
nes ih 


che eran racks. 


here, but I ery now. I collapse hi 
sie building, sobbing. I was sq 


nding that everything was: okay, 


thac my parents were here and y 
ro wa 1 3 


{-curned-prison because our own ¢ 
ows Bashing in the dawn light. People are going tg, 
drive by, windows flashing 


Bur / know pretending doesn't change things. I’m still het 


crapped as | was when my father was taken, when my mother go 
when my brother— 


Took up suddenly, blinking tears from my eyes, There’s 
place | didn’t think to check, 
Standing, J turn my 


back on the world beyond the fence 
to the infirmary. 


he infield, Past pegps) m 


“Fred!” [launch myself ae him, 
“Hey! Get off!" 


But I just hold tighter, 


Pinning him to the mattress, 


Um sorry 1 mutter ince his cowie, “f 
don't hate you, I could never hate you,” 
At my words, 


he relaxes. After a moment, he whispers, “I don't 


hate you either. 


“thought you'd gone to find Dad” 
“I did, Buc I got scared.” 
“I was scared too. I'm scared a lor.” Tm scared that Dad will never 
come back. I'm scared that Mom will die in his hospital. I'm scared we'll 


be deported. I'm scared we'll be shot. Dm scared of failing. P'm scared of 


being trapped. 
“Really?” 
“All the time.” 
“Is that why you're so mean to me?” 


I laugh, but before I can answer, Mom stirs. “Amy? Fred? What 
are you doing here so early?” 
Fred looks at me. I shrug. 
“Nothing,” we say in unison, 
He grins at me, like he used to when we 


from our parents, A Popsicle we shared before 
with one of the neighborhood boys, 
I grin back. 


Mom glances at his. 


were keeping something 
dinner. A fight he got in 


k ro the ba rreks, where, in 
ce bac 


nd kisses Me ARAN. "See e i 
and a 


Hopeful 


New 


sall, Lknow something is wrong. 
ger che stall 2 4 

ssing, as is Kuma. Above his cot, the 
missing, as is 


disappeared. My head spins. 


Os, at least, he's going to try. 
Setekorteaniesntiedoor 
Roll call. 
Tfteeze. What do I say? What do I do? 
I chink of the soldiers combing the camp for a little boy, 
I think oftheir puns 


“Allhere!” My voice is taut and hoarse, 


Fred must seill be in camp, righe? If they'd caughe him trying to 
squeere under the barbed wire, we would have heard a siren, 
Ora gunshot. 


police, the army, the National Guard, ¢ 

No. He's still here, And | have to find him. 

I race to Shig’s barrack, where he dispatches Minnow to ferch 
Keiko and the rest of the group, and it’s not long before everyone's 
assembled: Tommy, Frankie, Stan and Mary Katsumoro, Hitomi and 
her younger sister, Yuki, who's almost as fast as Twitchy, bouncing 
lightly from foovto foot in the dust. 

“Don't worry; we'll find him,” Keiko says. “We would’ve known 
if he'd tried to get our.” 

“Twitch, Yuki.” Shig’s voice is as level as ever. “Can you check the 
fences?” 


Nodding, Twitchy flicks us a salute and Sprints toward the perim- 
eter with Yuki hot on his heels, 


“Let's try the usual places. The Okimuras, the Aoyagis . . .” To my 
surprise, Shig begins ticking off a list of Fred’s old friends from Japan- 
town, sending Minnow and Tommy off to knock on doors. 

T tell the others about Fred’s new friends, his favorite mess halls, 
how he might be at one of the Tecteation centers, the baseball field, the 
pond, the grandstand. One by one, the others race away, 

Then it hits me, 

Fred and his obsession with trains, 

Turn to Hiromi, “Stay here in case he comes back.” 
And I run, 


«, He doesn't Want © RO to § 
he wor’ 


pix rors. He doesn't Want Ate tell 
away MS 
pat 8 


ground the stall with a washel 
him are 


ooo sing like Twane ro murder him 


me 
im, [think as I dodge the book 
hits me in the shins, and T ery ou 


the next one 


| T wrestle him, flailing and shrieking, § 


de of the stables, someone shouts at us tg 
side of the s 


in t 
ae cunt, scrubbing his cheeks with the damp cloth. “Tt wor 
been warm if you'd let me do it sooner!” 

When J finaly ler him up, he stomps to his cot. “I hate yo} 

“Thare you too!” J shout. 

I don't mean it. Of course I don’t. 

Bur] say it, 

The shock of it brings tears to his eyes. He dives into 
taurled toward che map on his wall, “I wish I was with Dad!” 

S0.do "I snap, 


thar night, when the others retire, { asl Shig, to stay, We're standing, in 
ihe eucalyptus grove, and above us, the moon is a bright dise through 
the sickle-shaped leaves, 

“Want me to walk you home?” he asks, 

“that’s not home," I say, 

“Yeah,” He traces the inner curve of my wrist. “Want me to walk 
you back?” 

He tries to lead me away again, but Pm not going back—nor 
there, not tonight, not ye-—and | tug him to me, swiftly, hard. 

Beneath the eucalyptus trees, I kiss him. T've been wanting to kiss 
him like this for weeks—urgently and wrapped in shadow. 

His tongue grazes my lower lip, touching the edge of my teeth, 
and I moan. I want to breathe his breath. I want to devour him. I want 
to be changed. 

He leans into me, hands sliding up my neck, into my hair, pulling 
me closer. Briefly, I wonder if he can feel my heart thrumming in my 
chest. 

He chuckles, his mouth moving along mine. “Oishii,” he mur- 
murs. Yum, 

Laughing, I swat at him and pull back. 

In the moonlight, I can see his lopsided grin, the faint gleam of 
sweat along his hairline. “You're full of surprises.” His voice is huskier 
than I've ever heard it, dark with want. 

T grin and throw myself back into his arms. 

We kiss for hours, long and slow and hard, until I can taste him. 


in every tender corner of my mouth, We kiss all night, until the skies 


_turn gray and 1¢ can 
R il 


render # 


un 


j sran Katsumoto are arg 
and St 


7 Minnow lie on their backs, 
yy and 


sand beating 


Yor-yum- 


iy, at the Sky. “Where?” ; 
s, pointing. “Youre playing a piano,’ 


icht under my fingers, melodies 


i; st Minnow.” 

Thar’ a square, M ‘9 

“| know!” Minnow laughs like it’s the funniest thing: 
heard, bur he yelpsand scrambles to his feet as Mas charges hi 


les around us until Mas finally tackles him. When 


a av the comer of his jy 
ren} D 


arewheels in the Brass, g 
nc 


DAY 36 
jut the war doesn't end, And we're still here, 

When I visic my mother in the infir 
getting any better, In fact, 
ing?” Task. 


maty, she doesn't seem to be 


she seems to be Betting weaker. “Are you 
cal 


“Never mind me. Are you getting enough sleep?” She reaches up 


to brush a lock of haie from my forehead, and I resist rhe urge to lean 


away. “You look so tired.” 
“I'm fine, Mom,” 
“What about Fred? Where is he?” 
“Playing baseball.” 
“ik. Tell him to come visit his mother.” 


“Yes, Mom,” T say, though I know he won't. He'll do almost 


anything to avoid seeing her like this, including picking fights 
with me. 


In Dad's letters, he continues exhorting us to be good and take 


care of your mother, There’s no sign that he even cares I've stopped 


responding. 
Fred keeps writing, though, He’s 
States to the wall above his cot, 


pinned the map of the United 
Missoula, Montana, circled in ted. 


Around it are crude drawings of trains, his latest fascination, 


When he asks me why I don’t write, [ tell him, 


“T just don’t have 
anything to say.” 


Dear Father, I got so drunk the other night I threw up 


in my hair, 
Dear Father, 


sometimes | think you wouldn't recognize me ifyou saw 


rnagine heron eh Tafel with 
in 

eras 

* Foran it 


would = 


sh 
my Oishi uninhibited, jubilant, freee 


ho Twas tonight, 


-an read my thoughts, and saunters off g 


watching the sky. Would Shig meet me 


c my stall 


«. if lasked him to? Would he fondle my hair an, 


thoughts 


Bur! don't want to be Amy Oishi anymore. 


Any Oishi is trapped. 
Idon’t want to be her, I want to be different. I need to be differ 
Icant bethe same girl I was on the outside, If chat girl is ina deter 
cemet, 2n American citizen imprisoned without trial or even 
then the world doesn’t make sense, 
Bur ifTim someone else, then i's easier to accept that 


tules, 


pay 27 
After that night, things change, 

During the day, Lam myself. Lam the obedient daughter, the duti- 
ful sister, the high-strung disciplinarian. While Morn is in the hospi- 
tal, | make sure Fred is bathed and clothed and fed. I pick up the toys 


he always leaves on the floor, I weather his tantrums. I put him to bed. 

Buc at night, Lam someone else, 

I sneak out after he’s fallen asleep, and I wander the camp. Some- 
times Keiko joins me. Sometimes ‘We meet up with Shig and the boys 
and Hiromi in her blond wig. 

Sometimes we're out for hours, Sometimes minutes, 

But for those hours, those minutes, we pretend there is no roll 
call, there is no barbed wire, there is just darkness and rebellion and 
laughter ringing out into the night, 


We're young, we're reckless, and we're just like anyone else. We're 
not Japanese-Americans, we're just Americans. This isn’t a detention 
center; it’s just another neighborhood in San Bruno. My father isn’t 
in prison for suspected espionage; he’s just working late. My mother 
isn’t in the hospital; she’s just back home— we have a home—padding 
through the hallways in her slippers, peeking into Fred’s root 
he sleeps soundly inside. c 


DAY 32 
After we defeat { 
us aca 


yen Keiko and Lwalk bys T imagine Py «Not if they domt Gately ual 

ws, whe 

yea laxary 6 
rackground, There are NO ny 


no tell me they hare me. Juage 


papain’ | hesitate ever a6 she pulls me to My feet. I shouldn't leave the stall, 
| shouldn't leave Fred. 1 should be 800d, obedient, ; 


But what did obedience ever do for me? 
someone should have told me, Breaking the rules ig 
sneaking between the barracks and the showers and tJ 
rers, and at any moment we could be caught, 

But we aren't. 


wonderful. We're 


y. This time, L can’t keep the bitg 
si he recreation cen- 


them,” 1 
mb into my cot and try to pla 


is asleep, | eli 


slanket, butt’ like I've forgotten the ngy 


Out here, darkness shrouds the fences and the sentries with their 
rifles, watching the perimeter, and if you don’t look closely, you can 
pretend you're somewhere else. Someone else. 


I laugh as we reach the edge of the racetrack. Tm sprinting 


across the infield, unchecked, the wind cool in my hair and the grass 


wet on my ankles, and I’m dancing, twirling under a black, star- 
spangled sky. 


Then I trip. A man grunts. I tumble forward and feel flesh, warm 
| don’: know how long | sit there, but evencually J hear a yoi and moist, under my hands, A woman squeaks in surprise. 
thar you, Kabochas?” And I'm me again, obedient and meek. My cheeks go hot as I 
I blink. “Keiko? What are you doing out here?” ’ realize what they're doing out here together. “Sumimas 
“Nothing good.” Winking, she sits beside me, “What’s the mat Excuse me! 


fme in Mom’s absence. 


if] don't do anything, I'm going to be crus} 
.<, | erab my boots and stumble for the d 


<ing out into the night air, where I collapse, shivering, 
staggering out into the nig 


en!” I gasp. 


Tell hereveryching. How Mom is in the infirmary. How I stopp I don't hear if the couple answers, Keiko’s fumbling for my elbow, 


Siting 10 Dad. How I'm the only one left. # hauling me up. We're tearing across the field, the hems of our night 
Tan somry” She puts her arm around me. “You wane to get out of | gowns wet with dew, 


oi 


We don't stop until we reach my barrack, where she doubles over, 
laughing, te — . 


fakes. I yell at Bred for spi 
i garbage if Pred leaves 


vy compost! 


Kuma in the 


5 ehrow 


: voice = 
ames Mom's faint voice 
buck room © 
sJong spell 


nwa on the edge of his cot, ¢} 


of thorny, hi 


fallowed by’ 


quiet, Fr 


sapproval 
imagine fm 
proval. 


S her's disap 
hare mv fathers 4 
think, /'m just beginning to hate my father, 


As soon as he sees her, Fred backs away, clinging to the waistband 
of my pants: 

Mom trles not (6 look hurt, bue 1 know she is, While I stand 
awkwardly at her bedside, she coaxes Fred into a nearby chair, where 
he sits, squirming, as she combs hig cowli 


turns to me and says, “Can we £0 home now2” 


of the stall, where my parents should be, 
“Does Dad know about Mom?” 
thoughts. 
“How could he? She just checked into the hospital today, and he’s 


all the way in Montana.” I try to mask the Sour note in my voice. 
“Someone needs to write to him,” 

Someone who isn’t me. 

“Can you show me where Montana is again?” 

Isigh. How do you explain three states and a thousand miles to 
someone who's never been out of California? After digging out a text 
book I never bothered to return to the camp library, I flip toa map of 
the United States, “We're here” Pointing to the San Francisco Penin- 
sula, I begin tracing a diagonal line across the page. “If you go north- 
cast, over the Sierras, you reach Nevada .. «then Idaho . . .” 

He watches my finger intently, like it’s really traveling the moun- 
tain roads, the high, lat desert, to our father. 

. steal aa bactaitis 


++ then N 


T want to say, Its been over five months since you've seen me, 
dont know me at all 


Forsthe firse time, I don't write back. 


Not like my 
lucky, endowed A\ 


. the post officeay 
me to know here and if Fred stuck with us, moping and con his vietor 
ee bored, ie will only slow down our progress, so J 

thes ¥ ‘ 


pisining cba vs ro come back before dinner.” 


“He know 
chup a sw. ae 
eee open dor [can see Dad leer sting 


; P , bo 
Liver-eater!” he chants, his voice growing louder and 

louder in the crowded hall. “Liver-eater!” = 
People turn to glare at us, Nearby, one of the Issei bachelors mut- 
‘ets, “Gasa-gasa.” I look away, red-faced with shame. 


ee 1M Not going anywhere, 
F chemistry and civies with Hiromi, 
ind whenever schoo] starts up again, i 


56 
7 


syerhends the moon fits in and, 
1 


fe ES) i 
afeer the family,” T say finally, 


aye Because h 


nme, 


¢ believes in me, Bee. 


But he’s not here, 

And with my mother's cough worsen 
do it. So I trek across the infield to my b 
i he'll teach me to make some 
he says hello, his gaze falli 


For a while, he join 


of nails, but he quickly grows: 


friends?” he asks me. 


i 
om onto my side. In the light from our 


f es whitewashed into the wall: protruding ni 


y pemrified carcasses of spiders, trapped before they coi 


Mom shifts in her cot, coughing. The last time she was sick, sh 


had to be hospitalized. Dad and | barely held i together the mor 
was gone, and I'll be the only one left if she falls 
Please, not here, Not now, 


As ifin response, she coughs again, 
Abrupely, 


ill again, 


Tget up. Across the tom, Fred is curled under h 
«with his teddy bea, Kuma, ‘The stuffed animal took up 


52 


‘Oh,’ T say, as coolly as I can. “Ie’s 


“Well, if ic isn’t Kabochas.” Her voice is low and velvety, like a 
viola. 

Defensively, I pull my coat closer around my chest. “My name's 
Amy,’ I correct her, “but my friends call me Yum-yum.” 

She smirks. “I’m Keiko... and my friends call me Keiko.” After 


a moment, her expression softens. “They took your dad too, tight?” 
I nod. i 


She pats the stair next to her, and I sit. “You know the last thing 


my dad said to me before they took him?” she asks. “He told me to be 
agood girl.” : 3 

“How’s that going?” 
She winks. “It isn’t.” 


T can’t help but smile, 

Keiko is staying with her aunt and uncle here in Tanforan— it 
was that, or go with the other orphans to Manzanar. But Keiko isn’t 
phan—her parents would be with her now, if our government 


hadn’t imprisoned them, 


' wonder if she still feels like an orphan, though. If she still feels : 


alone, 


an or 


careless , 
pakulin narses ‘tives es hee i 
choir chests and rs. 


ne 2s 2 nurse inspects her scalp for lice, 
icle, I disrobe beneath the impersonal stare of my ni 
okaway, embarrassed, I spy Keiko K; 
Parents were teachers at Soko Gakuen, one of the Japanese si 
before they were taken by the FB the sa 
Sheand I are the same age, but we 
different clubs, had differene friends, | 


imura across from me, 


went to differenr schools, joi 


d 


see her around, of course, bi 


“Shitsureil” Rude! 
“Sukebe!” 


‘Then Hiromi Nakano snorts. Someone else starts giggling. Morti- 


fied, I try to cover my breasts, my face, my everything. I bury my face 
in my shoulder, but there’s nowhere to hide. A 


Nowhere to run. 


Lee wit Liye 
4d iil eg 


Ss, Were reunited with Fred and assigned to our 


new home. A 


After our examination: 


Except it isn’t home, 

Tlean against the splintering doorftame. Home was our San Fran- 
cisco apartment —its carved banisters, Moms fine china, the worn 
velvet cushion where I used to practice at my piano for hours, the 
music drifting out over the busy street below. Home smelled of wood 
polish and fermenting tsukemono and Dad's cigars, 

This is a horse stable—a twenty-by-nine-foor stall stinking of 


i 


=) 


er again. 


fom and me, my younger brother, Fred, 
burhands. Atnine years old, he’s small for his age, 


Rat the back of his head char won't stay flat, 


‘you comb it. Mom likes 
Tpull kim closer, 


Altad, the crowd splits, Men a 
momen, into another, Medi 


£0 make sure were or dis 


no matter. 
tosay its as unruly as he is, 


“5 
re shuffling into one b 


ical examinations, someone says. 
eased, 


in English to understand his 
tightens. 


Mom tries to cry out, but she doubles over, coughing. 

So I'm the one who acts, I have to be. I dive after him, buta soldier 
shoves me back. “Men this way. Women that way.” 

“Bur—” HRS 


“These are the rules.” 


TO he ok rey. 
Standing on tiptoe, I catch a glimpse of Fred’s cowlick as he 
squeezes into the men’s building. For a moment, I wish for my father, 


and for my father’s advice. He'd know what to say. He'd know how to 
keep us together. e 


But then I remember how docilely he went with the FBI agents 
thar night: the hollow clop-clop-clop of his heels on the sidewalk, the 
Stoop of his shoulders, the moonlight on the back of his bowed head. 
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7 BARRACKS 


ave Japantowny Wavil 
48 like 
he 


gee Tanforan, bu 
» but it 
j refolding the last pieo Wels lke 
RY eh 
bbit app of me 


se ake OE 
siding 4 
Jeyeats ago & 6 


my hands Jikea MABE trick, 


hed 
grersde al 
Dad mid 


she crenses 


There ane go 


Uneil 


sid envelopes and ticker a 
ae me Yum-yum did with Kea 
whi 


ven't bearen Me, 
hey haven 
d 


pays “THe got a plan. You wanna he} pi 
what,” 1 88% 
spitrell you 


he Chevrolet and drives off me, 


cup : a 
sae Control Stavion, where 


Ae reporc othe Ci 
Mas 


vba ie ol ; 
‘Underone arm, ‘origami, 


Toshie Nishino a fox. 
2 at. Every kid Bets soy 


When our group is final 
“sme and Minnow fol], 
our pockets for dogs, 
other families, 


areaving intetd ier 
penir wh allsorts of things, like can 
Mis ett 08 you can pack up the 


peep 


ide. Pll take ae 
. phsTe 
sa fom ou! 


is t ‘ 
vanished. You look away, 
You blink, and youre go 

T open the box, 


ptise me. Minnow Notices a lor 
such a good artist, 


“Should we Bive it to Mas?” he asks, 


“Tbet he could find space in 
the Chevrolet.” 


Tshake my head, 
"What isi though?” 


None oF your business.” 


nthe buildings so a a 
y ow! "3 h 
cky for chem cee Yureyum, ak it a f 
5 chnicel) A 
soon O* Re Land Law doesn’t allow 
whi nneand 
ihe Call 
beau € 


at six thirty (and. gain in the even, 
and the only boy, in the front, 


‘0 my job 20 tell them we're all 


ass. 


nit. owe 
yout ¢ 
Kis} 


y 
he out 
nigh 


ide me, buzzing loud 
ere inst 


neil sometimes is 
nner 


5 lacquer set, you know? One of the nices| 


brought over fom pan when she married Dad. 


Sheneverlecusor Dad ‘ouch it, not even to clean it. Sh 


vith Frankie, my ange 


le can be real intim 
“Thank you for your business,” 
flapping uselessly in her hand. 


"yum when her mom sells her piano, 


7 


ike last time, DEERUSE HOW Wel ¢ 
noel s home. We have to help oupy 
ve 10 Be r 


-k smudges where NV 


Tnod at him, 
He nods back, li 
the pool hall, where 


am his fiends Chinese trie, 
rex from his 


; vacated, “By 
pa fied so ave Deon ev 
,, tn 
friends, 
hire — tienes 


rofghe sen 


er 
change our situation Wi 
“Fou can Fohang 
s. “You 


"e into something differen something other than what ie is: the 
piece of paper that’s Soing to uproot us, 


Under my hands, it becomes a Square, a diamond, a crane with a 
long neck, a sharp beak, and the words “alien and non-alien” visible 


on one wing, 


where'd you learn to do 
ing my thoughts, 


Tewitl the paper bird by its pointed tail, “Kinmon Gakuen,” | lie. 


He makes a disbelievin, 
“In time-out,” I tell hi 


“Ha ha.” He eyes me 
Push me, 


ig sound, “Where was I that day?” 
im with a smirk, “like usual.” 


like he knows I'm fibbing, but he doesn’t 


in, we find the 
pe corner of Bush and 
ont 


jcally rani 


‘into piles. as 
‘What stays behind: the carpets, the coffee table, boxes of Dad’s 
old clothes I didn’t know she'd kepr, 


What goes with us: sheets, blankets, 
ware for each of us, a hot Plate, a kettle, 
She looks up at me, 


cups and bowls and silver- 


chin to the light. 


Tdon’t meet her gaze. “Gorin a fight.” 
“With who?” 


“The Kitano brothers,” 
She clicks her tongue. “Those bad boys,” 
I !augh—quietly, because 
“You shouldn't be fighting,” 


Mas and Minnow are sleeping. 


can make them stay 
oes can DA 


i, mom de 
eit i goes for three bucks; thely b 


yor th 
an Townimy ° 0 
porhing ¥ ° ved when thelr se 
is sronetie 
Harano iss 
ch. 
forewo er ‘ 
Ar the end ofthe 


jollars for 8 


pey'te left with a few hundred ¢ 
the 


jiferime of things that cant Bo Wel 
id 
few hundred 


can feel it like a current 


Hell, T can feel it coming off me, too, 


rowing stronger with every 
vacant house we pass, 


My fists are electric, 


We rip it apart. We 
throw napkin dispensers 
Paper cranes, sendin 


tear the daily specials from the walls. We 
and empty tubs. Frankie shreds a string of 
8 them limply into the air like confetti. In the 
kitchen, I finda maneki-neko, a ceramic good-luck cat—big eyes and 


calico spots—and drop-kick it into the dining room, where it shatters, 


ts skids to a stop in front of Frankie, 
| Then he laughs, It’s a horrible, humorless 
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BRING. 


THINGS TO LEAVE 


xT OUR TU 
WHENIT'S ait 


After lunch, we go to help Tommy’ 
ings on the sidewalk: dishes 
immigrated, kitchen app) 
player and all his beloved 
books. 


nos’ things out of the apartment, ‘They come with pinched faces and 
ght fists, offering ten cents to every dollar’s worth of stuff ot 

For a while, we try to entertain Tommy's three younger sisters. We 
let Aiko, who's thirteen, hop and chatter: 


“You si non 
M0 get the wrong idea about us.” the stoop. The twins start crying when their kokeshi dolls are sold, and 
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pain, rubbing the back of his neck, and th 


‘Paper, and he gives mea 
‘morning, we throw things ac passersby, laughing 
when they spin around, trying to find us. 
Goodbye, student ID. It’s not like I'm gonna need you anyway. 
Goodbye, last three pages of my English essay. 
Goodbye, candy-bar wrapper. 
Goodbye, biology notes I was supposed to study. 
Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye. 


‘That night, Mas tells me and Minnow to start making lists. The evacu- 
ces can take only two suitcases each, he says, so we've got to be smart 
about what to bring when it’s our turn to go. k 

“Smart?” I laugh. “Have you met me? ‘Smart’ isn’t in my 
vocabulary,” 

He fixes me with one of those stares, you know, the ones where 
he tries to act like our dad instead of our older brother. “You'd better 
study up, then,” he says. 

So here goes, I guess, 


Iwo of our best friends in the world a 


theichomes, and no one’s doing a damn thing 
ea my teeth, I can feel a low buzz, 


busted and Im going to start breathi 
mouth, 


like a power li 
ing sparks if T open 


be gone. _ 
‘There’s my girl, Yum-yum, and her friend Hiromi, who's wearing 
a blond wig, on their way to school. There’s Mr. Tanaka, who works 
at the YMCA—he's trailing a cloud of smoke because he wants to 
get in one last cigarette before he clocks in. There’s Jim Kitano and 
his brother, Shuji, those bullies who used to pick on Minnow in ele- 
mentary school. There’s Tommy, Harano—you can recognize Tommy 
anywhere, he’s so short. The kids used to call him ebi—you know, 
like “shrimp” —but that was before me and Mas adopted him into our 
group. No one’s called him that in years because they all know they'd 
have to answer to us, 
“Hey, Tommy!” ‘Twitchy jumps up, waving his arms like he’s 
bringing a plane in to land. “Tommy!” 
Tommy looks around, but so do Yum-yum and Hiromi and Mr. 
Tanaka and the Kitano brothers. Yum-yum frowns up at us, and I 


blow her a kiss before I pull Twitchy back down. “You wanna get us 
caught?” 


s the Japanese Ameri- 
can Citizens League, but last month they just rolled over and handed 
it to the War Relocation Authority, the government agency in charge 
of rounding us up, neat as you please. 

You'd think the JACL would've puc up a fight or something, 
bur they've been doing all sorts of wacky stuff to help Roosevelt and 
his cronies. After the attack, they helped arrest Issei leaders like Mr. 
Hidekawa and Yum-yum's dad, Mr. Oishi. They told us all to cooper- 
ate when the WRA started packing us off to desert camps, I bet they'd 
bend over and kiss their own asses if Washington asked them to. 

“You see this?” I elbow ‘Twitchy as we head toward the crowd. 


“What's the government want now, our used underwear?” 


“No one wants your dirty drawers, Shigeo,” ‘Twitchy elbows 
me back. “ 


Maybe Mike Masaoka’s resigning in disgrace or some- 
thing.” 


sekets. “Sure gon, 
gs ino his Pe kets. 

ig hane 

his 


kicks US out. 
am 


shig have BONE O 
sl 
n, Mass and Shig 


any right 


six loan handy ee 


ino? 
if 


imenican” patch sewn onto the left shoulder, fi 


ayselfa litle bit for thinking that, For trying to cony 
elf the situation isn't. as bad as it is, 


Twas walking! 


as jus walking, 


Shig and me. “You two have home- 


on the back, harder than he needs to, 
but now I know it’s not because he’s angry with me. 


It’s because the ketos could come back for us. 
It’s because we could all be rounded up, no matter how many laws 
we obey or what grades we have. It doesn’t matter how good we are, 


because they see only what they want to see, and when they look at us, 
all they see are Japs. 


work to do.” Then he smacks me 


“Why bother?” Shig laughs. “Where they're sending us, maybe 
there’s no school.” 

Mas gives hitn a hard look, “Because we won't be there forever.” 

As we head down the street, we take in the neighborhood: the 
hotels with lighted signs buzzing in the fog, the churches advertis- 
ing next Sunday's services like we won't be herded off any day now, 


the smells of hot sesame oil and grilled fish wafting from the nearest 
restaurants, 


i skips a couple 
ugh’. ruffles my halts - heel % 
eee liding down the bal with 
Hidekawas ep he now, Minnow.” Says Tommy 3 
“You're all rig! 
“We've got you.” yp 
Seeing Tommy smile ¢ 


heers me up & bit, Tommy’ 


it, He's small 
: wouldn't know it 
looking at him, you 


in citizens), so he co 

I 
e Bfew up in New York, where h 
Me thar his Parents sent him out Wi 
Ping California life Would tame him some. 
® 10 New York when President Roosevelt sign 


Iq 


Pe tact ES 
We never 00 d 3 du? lanctwis a 
Stan leans back th nister, spit one finger like it’s a 
roulette wheel, “Chinese, Japanese, Korean, Filipino... Who wants 
‘0 guess who the ketos ate going after next week?” Sb Diaeis 

Stan’s smart, maybe even smarter than Mas, and he uses his smarts 
fo make jokes, skipping along the surfaces of things like a stone over 

Water, so they barely touch him, But he wasn’t joking theday he helped 

his father hang the sign at Katsumoto Co.: I AM AN AMERICAN. 

“Next week?” Frankie grunts. “There won't be a ‘next week’ for 
uch longer if they kick us outta here.” 
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s fac Lind FF cracks, and J see that under 
Faneer he's scared. Really scared. I wish I had my sket 


ightnow'so | could draw that bright rift of fear that’s running ¢l 
his core like a vein of silver. 


Bur he closes up again as Shig comes over to us and ta 
handkerchief. “Jeer, Mas! You're roughing him up worse than 
ketos.” He plants the sketchbook in my arms, “Here, 


The covers are bent, and the 
“Thanks,” | yh 


. 2 
Minnow.” — 


Pages are damp with gutter 
nisper, 


He plops down on the 


stoop beside P at 0 
decone op beside me and dabs gently ; 


Bloo: I could’ve sworn it was paint, 
d be funny to change the color of my outfit 
right before the Senior Ball.” 


“Oh yeah.” Shigeo grins. “That was funny.” 

Before Mas can reply, the rest of the guys come sauntering back 
across Webster Street. They're all between sixteen and twenty years 
old, and, except for Frankie Fujita, who moved here when he was ten, 
they all grew up together in Japantown. 

“Got this for you, Minnow.” ‘Twitchy Hashimoto unfolds the 
crumpled drawing of the Golden Gate Bridge, smoothing it a couple 


of times on his thigh, and hands it back to me. 


“Thanks.” As I cake it, I notice that the other side is filled with 


sketches of him doing tricks with his butterfly knife. I guess I draw 
‘Twitchy a lot. 


Blushing, I slide the page into the sketchbook and clap the covers 


closed, 


“That's a nice shiner you got,” Twitchy says. 


Gingerly, I touch the side of my face, where the skin is warm and 
swollen, “You think so?” 


and not seeing thi 


ut o Eicfog? Not tasting th 


J know the answer, 


and I hate the answer: because we're Jay 
enemy aliens, 


Because we look like us, 


The sounds of yelping and 


barely notice until the 


a gardener to 
keep me and Shig out of trouble, especially now, except Dad was made 
of warm, soft pine instead of stone. 

Finally, we make it across Webster Street, and Mas sets me down 
on the steps of Mr. Hidekawa’s apartment. The FBI picked up Mr. 
Hidekawa the same night they got Mr. Oishi. One of our commu- 
nity leaders, Mr. Hidekawa served in the military in the First World 
War, hoping he'd get his citizenship. (He didn’t.) When he heard the 
authorities were coming for him, he dug out his old jacket and trou- 


sers, polished his boots, and met them at the door as a uniformed U.S. 
Army veteran, 


‘They took him all the same. 

Mr. Hidekawa’s apartment is empty now. His neighbors, the 
Yamadas and the Tadachis, are looking after his place. Their house is 
like a lot of the others in Japantown, with decorative cornices and bay 
windows from the Victorian era. The buildings here are all so similar, 
but I like the little details that make them different: the fluting on 
some entryway columns, the ornamented brackets, the turtle-shaped 


bell over Mr. Hidekawa’s door. It's those details I'll miss if we have to 
leave, 


mn, like it wor 


[can answer, he pulls the bridge back again and. 


be contraba 


For some reason, I start laughing. 
“You think that’s funny?” he says, advancing on me. “ 
‘you funny,” 


Tstop laughing as the other keto. 


Tuy to fight them, 
and the sidewalk’. cold 


s grab me from behind. 


ing, and I'm *trugeling to breathe. 


but the next thing | know, I’m flat on my back 


under me, ‘The first guy's on top of me, SI 


son my 


—1AM AN AMERICAN — on the windows of Sutro Baths —I AM. 
AN AMERICAN, 


But that won't make them see me. That won't stop them from kill- 
ing me, if they can. i 


‘The only good Jap is a dead Jap. ‘ 

I start bucking and screaming. I shout for Shig, Mas, Twitchy, 
Stan, Frankie Fujita— 

‘Then the first guy punches me again, and my head lolls to the side. 
In the gutter, my sketchpad lies face-down, pages wrinkled beneath it. 

I can see bits and pieces of my rumpled drawings—a view of the 
bridge from the Presidio on the north edge of the city, Mas in his 
football uniform, the Dutch windmills along the shoreline, Twitchy 
running down Buchanan Street at midnight, going so fast I drew him 


blurry, like a spirit you see only as you're turning a corner, and when 
you look again, he’s gone. 


Ten days ago, President Roosevelt established the War Relocation 
Authority, a federal agency that’s supposed to be in charge of figuring 


Ention to ourselves in any way. 
Fan some ofthe guys, like Ship's best buddy, Twitchy 
OE, You cen’ help bur Pay attention to. ‘Twitchy’s the best 
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hard because 
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I swallow, hard. I’m not as small as Tommy Harano, but Pm 
smaller than Mas and Shig were when they were fourteen, and the 
ketos outnumber me four to one. 

Tlook around for help and see some guys on the opposite corner 
— they have black hair and brown eyes like me, but they’re wearing 
big round buttons that say | aM CHinese, : 

They catch me staring. I wonder if I should call to them, but my 
mouth’s so dry, I think if I open it, the only thing that'll come out is 
dust. 

While I hesitate, they turn and run the other direction. From 
behind, they look just like Japanese guys. They could be from my 
neighborhood, They could be my friends or cousins or brothers. 

But they're not, 


Tback up, clutching my sketchbook, as the ketos surround me, 


Yum-yum’s dad, is a businessman wit 
FB] whisked him away the night of the bon 


nd Mom are what the government calls “enemy aliens,” _ 
Wecall chem Issci, They're the first generation of Japanese i 


sant 10 come to the United States, but they've never been allowed 


’ become naturalized citizens 
| That night, 


with storm-calo, 


] 
“aon our stoop and drew the Japantown sky! 


: ned flowers ising from the rooft 
ike seeds on the wind, 


‘ops, dispersing, 


like thy 
© BYY from the fly. 
heel the fer can 


clicking 


stop. In my head, [ hear Mas’s 
to say a kind word, he’d choke on it. 

Mas—that's short for Masaru—is big and handsome and a lot 
more serious than he should be at twenty years old. If I was going 
co draw him, I'd draw him as a rectangle of granite with a chisel-cut 
mouth and stony black eyes. Sometimes I think Mas looks at me with 
those eyes and sces nothing but the A’s I could be getting on my report 
card if only I “applied myself.” He doesn’t see me (Minoru Ito, solid B 
student), doesn’t see that I’d rather be filling my sketchpad with stick 
figures than throwing touchdowns or doing geometry proofs. 

If he finds out I didn’t take the bus directly after school, he'll yell 


at me for sure. 


if 


I'm on the outskirts of Japantown when I pass a store | know 
almost as well as any place in the neighborhood, a grocery owned by 
Stan Katsumoto’s family. They get fruits and vegetables from their 
cousins in Sacramento, and if we aren't forced to evacuate, in a couple 
of months they’ll have the best peaches in the city: soft, sweet as candy, 
with juices chat run down your chin. Once, when we were younger, 
all of us stuffed ourselves on the bruised fruit Mr. Katsumoto couldn't 
sell. Shig ate so much, he threw it all up again and smiled the whole 
time, saying it tasted as good coming up as it did going down. 

Looking at it now, I kind of feel sick. In addition to the words 


GROCERY and FRUITS & VEGETABLES, there’s a new sign, Over the door 


Tae 


void sds 
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‘ NOW, 14 
MARCH 1942 aay hha 
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Tes been over three months since the attack on Pearl F 1 
oldest brother, Mas, has told me to come straight 
each day. Take the bus, he says. No loitering around, hi 
Minnow, 


Tused to love walking back to the apa 
seeing all the interesting things going on in the 
vated at Calvary Cemetery, buildings going up 
ing kids coming out of Kinmon Gakuen, the. 
school, 


But that’s been closed since last Dece: 
Civil Control Station, because Pearl Harbor ¢ 


us. We have a new eight-p.m. curfew, Peo } 
involuntary evacuation, And Mas has 
alone, Don't do anything that'll make 
Don't give them any excuse. 

And I hayen’t, 

Until today, 


